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T b, T H E 

K IN G. 

S I R, ■ 

BILE Yw P?opk 
are daily proving xbs 
H«pphitfs ' of . Your 
Maiesty's Govern- 
ment, Permit the MrffeP' by tlie 
meaneft of their Reprefentatives , 
humbly to eaplere Yonr Gracious 
Influence. They ft^n^. Pi»4- 
ly with Ye«r. pith?? §ijbjefts, in 
mtsd trf Yeur MAjEfxy's Pro- 
A 3 tedion, 
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D E Ji j c A r J o 'N: 

tedlion, and have the fame Reafon 
to hope for it, the Goodncfs of 
Your Majesty's Mind. 

For fome Years, they were look'd 
on among the Honours of our 
Country, but have of late beea 
filing infenfibly into Negle6l. We 
pleafe our felves now with the Be- 
Lef, that under Your Majesty 
they will revive again, becaufe the 
greateft Princes the World has ever 
known, have made them their De- 
light; and, finding their Power and 
Ufe, have thought proper to en- 
courage them. 

SIR, 

I fliall not lengthen this De- 

■ dication-, by aiming at a Charadter I 

am unequal to : A Chata&et whidi 

it becomes me to admire, rather 

than 



H ED I cA,Tro N: 

than attempt to draw, and draw im- 
perfedtiy : I muft therefore humbly • 
beg Your Majesty's Pardon for 
endeavouring to illuftrate the. Third 
A6t of the. Play, by copying ; from 
Your Majesty the Virtues of a 
King, who is aBlefling to his People. ■ 
■ Too much Prefumption, I hope, 
will not be imputed to me, if I; 
cOtrnt this among the many In- 
ftances of Your M a j e s T y's 
gracious Difpofition, that You; 
have cohdefcended to patronize 
a Performance, written with an- 
Ambition to render Your People 
eafy under .Your Government, to 
make them asmulous only for Vir- 
tue, and to.fliew them the Value 
pf thai; Liberty, which is fo emi- 
nently Your M A JEST y's Care, 
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t) ED TCJtTTO IT. 

I fliouU not indeed have Ap-: 
pfoach'd YoJur Majesty with a 
lower SubjaSb, ex a ChanuSler m- 
ferior to T I MoL E o ^f's. This 1 
chofe as the moft Beautiful of Antfc 
quity, and as it beats aReiemblance 
to the mioft Exalted one of the pf&- 
lent Age, in Courage, in Affability, 
in the greateft Steadinefi of Mind, 
andSweetnefs of Temper, in a very 
early Appearance againlt Opprefi 
fion, in being the Glory and De- 
light of his Country, and in (the 
greateft diftineSion of Heroes) a 
Love for Mankind 

That Your Ma,jestt may be 
like him in a Conftant Series of 
Succefs, in a Happy lengthen'd 
JiLife, dnd in being in every Thing 
the peculiar Care rfPnoriDBNCE; 
' f. ■ '" ' '■ That 
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n E mx: AT 10 N. 

That thefe BlefGngs may attend on 
Her Majesty, and on every 
particular Branch of Your Royal 
Progeny, are the fervent Prayers 
and Wiflies of. 

May it pleafe Your Majesty, 
Tour Majesty'j 

Mofi Humile, 
■A&fl Dutiful, 

and Mofi Devoted 
Suijtd and Servant ^ 



Benjamin Martyn. 
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I Should not have troubled the Town 
with one word by way of Preface, 
could I hare omitted my Thanks to them 
for their great Indulgence, and my Ac- 
knowledgments for the eztream Civility of 
Mrs. Porter and Mr. Mills, to whole Care, 
Advice, and Excellent Performance, I mnft 
attribnte great part of the Succefi of the 
Play. 

I mpft indeed do Joflice to All concern'd 
in it, by owning my entire Satisfadion in 
their Behaviour and their Aftion. 
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PRO LO GU E. 

Written by a Friend. ■ 
ajokqabjr Mr.. fflLK-^,- - ;. 

TQ>*e «b Sv*i with ffbftWi, md Svtfrirt>i 
Cur fiafnuvihrii^ oitrpry UKifgo».j^s.^ 
WitbC^diCiniG'odde£es'wefiil the Scene, 
01jo dameiy-r- at the Comnt^nd of Harlequin; 
And if thefi fait a ermded I^ufe to hrhigy 
Qu» ^rvmti •marM, tad otir Hcreeifi^. 
Cvtkifr, QitotK Rputas, ami Macfcbeili 
Sbfink 0t ti» Nam! of Humer lutd Mgci;^eajtji. 
£y thefe all Taftis at once we reconcile y 
2^/ Galleries clap, hut where tie Bo;tes^iUi, 
Wits, Meotf, Cettrtiert, Chmmi in tbefe accw^ % - 
for Toa eaojlug a BaUad Hit my La<d. 
Nurfe too ma^ vcfV the fiber's Part ewgflge, ^ 

jStid hreed'your Sons, •Oiitbeut tie X^atiQ Page, > 

^ all the ufeful Knowledge of the Age, j 

Hard ibertf ore h the Task of ibefe who write^ 
yi pleafe a Town fantaftiek, yet polite. 
Sparing of Praife, to every Fault fevere, 
Tir'd with •aohat once you could with Raptures bear. 

Our tremhliag Bard to pleafe you much would firivft 
And humbly Begs you'd let his Firfi-born Jive. 
Some Hopes he has you will his ff^erk approve; 
His Hert bums with Liberty, and Lovt. 



fFitb Lovtj inffir'd by iviry Britilh Fair, 

Attentive theft the Grecian Patriot view, 
While, firitt the P»tbs ^ Virtue to piirfac. 
Nor Love, nor Frtendjbipy nor the Ties of BtotH 
.^Mdtebis.jfrdA-for:tbi,plibikk Good, 
While every Brei^Jt rtcsives-the glorious Flame^ 
And bounds at Liberty's enchanting tiame, 
Shink en thofe Heroes^ who tbeBleJ^g ^ught^. 
For this Naflftii, for this your Marlbco' fought : 
•For this — '■ — B-utav/'i mtb reverential Fear^ 
, The Mufe the ghrious Sahjeh muft forbear. 
Sbey "who with Pleafure Pease and Freedom ^ve^ 
With Pain.theYrihute-pf our Pmife receive. 
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PR O L O G U E 

Written by a Friend, and defign'd to have been 
Spoken by Mr, WILKS. 

TO mend the Manners, and reform the Age^ 
To hanijb each new Folly from the Stage, 
Let Beggars to their proper Pefis repair. 
Nor Newgate Scenes defile the Theatre j • 

Let Farce and Operas fall into Difgrace, 
Let Senfe once more refume ber -Native Place. 

To-mght, a Grecian on our Stage -0/111 Jhinr, 
- That fires with Liberty each glowing Line, 
Let others regularly rife to Fame, 
By painful Steps, acquire a glorious Name% 
At once Timoleon opens to our Fievi, 
The Man, the Hero, and the Patriot too. '"' 

Our Juthor here, to pleafe the Fair, has Jhewa 
A Hero and a Lover join' d in ene-y • 

Nerivere the CharaSler indeed' compleat^ 
Had he not figb'd beneath a Heroin's Feet: ' 
A kind, and cenjiant Turtle we difplay. 
That counts each tedious Minute^ Hour and Day \ 
Her Beauties in her HerBe's Ab fence fade ^ 
And Clouds of Sorrow o'er her Face arefpread. 
Tet, though a powerful Rival tries each Art, 
To rafe TimolconV Image from ber Heart % 

. „„,..Goc,. ^"" 



PROLOGUE. 

Still all bis Efforts ipeffeBui^ ptove i 

Too tueak'— — opposed to Virtue, and to Love. 

Such Scenes as thefe could once have forced a Tear^ 
From ev'ry Sympaihizing Fair-one berei 
But mod^fb Pleafures now their Time engage. 
Quadrille, that Trifle of a trifling Jge ! - 
Can the Sex thus -whole Dap, and Nights en^loy f 
Can they h thus enamour'd of a Toy? 
. ^^T&j/pOcway'j Orphan mourns in ufelefs Strains,' 
jind Ro w'j' Fair PenitcDt unheard complains : 
Not bis jane Shore affects a Female Soul, 
So near, as that tremendous Lofs ! a Vote. 

Ob could fuch fatal Truths awaken Shame, 
Thefe. darling Foibles of the Sex reclaim, 
fFithout a Blufl), the Poet then might o'xn. 
Beauty and Firtue.b&thadjix'd their Throne. 
Pleased had confefs'd, his Heroin hefloki 
Tour Charms, too faintly, copy'd through the wholes 
A Greek in Name, a Bricoa in her Soul. 
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Timopbanes, 


Mr. Brilgmair. 


Timoleon, 


lAx.MiHs. 


Dinarchusy 


Mt. WaUims. 


OlintboB, , 


Mr. fmumjmt. 


OrthagorsSy 


Mr. Carij. 


jEfchyluj, ' 


iAr.Rchrtf. 


Lycander, 


■Mi.Wal/m. 


Pheron, 


Mt-Htfi"- 


Gholl, 


Ut.Bmn. 




WOMEN. 


.Eaiefia, 


Mrj. Punr. 


-Cleonc, 


- ' Mrs. Oifer. ■-' - 



Sen*tors, Jaylcr, Gmtrds, Attendattti. 
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TIM L E U 

Act I. SCENE i. 

S C E N E^ The Gity of C^orintL 

Miiter Ofrha|;bras, and SX^^fxxs, 

Ortmagokas. 

ES,' MfcbyJusi we mult retire io private j' 
Retire, where ev'a our Sighs .may not be 

heard": , ^ , - , , : " 

Complaints are daog'rous,. when iu!t ba£k*4 
- with.Power} 
And Sighs betray us fooner to mir Fate. 
,; ^Jc.O Corinth f O my Couqtry ! My Meaft blecAi^ 
For ev'ry Wound of thine. — ; Fierce in his Couffcj 
The Ufurpjir, like a raging Pefiitei^ce, 
Breathes out DelWu^ion, fpreads Confu0oo robnd^' 
As if -commillioh'd to dcLtroy Mankind: 
Like^ Death be ranges': Luft and Slaughter wait 
His Will)' 'andDefolattonfolt'oiiys Kim. 

Ort. Harewe no Hope? Muft then thisijatciy? 
dorintbf fo fam'd for Enmity to Tyrants, 
t.ye grovelling under one,' one Lord aloi^ 
^ there no Hand that darci to fet us free?' 



\ -: EnttrDUate^^ .. ''' 

Xii». Tn, bere*)! a Hindi ^T-n trM^ ffiy Vi^so^ 

Wit& Age ic IhftKtt : But in &e Cwfe of ViitHT 
E«ch Sinew ftifFem, cv'nr Ncttc's neV'^bnc'd) 
And, Arung with wonted Vigour, it can flxUie 
A TjruDK. on his Throne^.- - ■ , 

Ort. Dinarebusy welcQme! 
Tho* on the Borders of £nrmty : 
(Foi fo we ineet, fo hazardous is Virtue 
IJoy to (ce thee. Wherefore art thou thm? 
Thy Handt thus Aaift*4 witb Blood! Wbrace^doff 

- thou come? ■ • - 

Din. Wheace, but from Ruin? Whence, bm froa 
Mifcry? . 
Rote pounrinoftiv'ty^devand C«r(if/1^- ■- 
One uodiftioguifli'd Scene of Horror lies.. 

Mfc. Gto tl^ert b« yet Additiao to Dnr-S«rrsws f 

Din. Flulk'd wit^ the Power'^he baftly has iiTurp'dy 
The Tyrant triumpfaa over Human Ntture, 
And imolendy wadcons to faftriiiUDS. 

^ff. B}ft_ ay, Dmtrclms^ fpeakJ. vhatSonof^I^ 

. nour .- • ■ .'" ■. 

Jj flayghter'd fiace, to gracfc the SacHfictfr 

Ditt. The Man I tov'd I Com^ion of mV/l!^^ - 
Together, Hand in Ha»d, wcWalk'd frortr ITaii^jr 
Together on the Verge of Life Ire ftdod,. 
Steady- to fall. Cou''d' they not ^y a. little? 

^^. Ha! whati PWfl/&r/?. . -'\ 

Din. But a Day will come, 
Tyrant, it will, and Vengeance wffl COfnC Wi^ it." ■ 

Ort. Butfpcak! where iii%(6j?*;;7wHytfti*Bloodf 

Din. Paying my Morning's. ViiSt lo m^Pdefld, ' 
I fbnnd him with the FondUtig of hiftilfe^ 
Loling his SorrqWs in attention to bet. '"'' '^ 
The fcaoteooa Innocence, with filial Carq;" \- 

Tended her poor, infirtn, decrepit Pfti%i)tf I - 

Studious to foftcn er'ry.anxicFUlPftio, ' 
O gracious Hcftv'n! tfid lot^ iiic&f Vfnue filfibt? ^ 



r I M o £t M a^. J 

j^< Go OB l aod hdfte to «af« tpy li^b'riiig Heart. 

Ditt. .Tbe.go9d old M«n wefc at the Sight vi m9,f 
We oicHtm'd togetber oW our Gauntry's Wroi^i, 
tier c«iiecU'4l4i*5| her flaughcer'd Magiftntet, 
And all the vacious Itli ihe gioina beseatli ; 
When ftriighb, ihat Butcher of tny nob4e Brother, 
Pberon, the bloody, the rclentteft P&erm, ' 

Affifted by anoebet, like bimfelf, 
Enter'd, and feiz'd the loV^ly Maidj Gleeiig. 
Sheibrict'd, an* call"d her Father — the poor Jfatiier 
TfemUi'd with Age and Fear.!*- — I trerabjl'd'too . 
Fot ber, for bim, aod for my Child Euntfia* 
The frighted Vi&tBi ftilt hiiplor'd for ^vi. 
RQtf}f4 u thedetr, known Voi^t Pbilifim ftvcedj 
But Horror and AmitcatuiH ftopt his Speech.. 
His fupplianc Hands hiS lifted — -^ bus ia vain. 
Colle&iag theti u once hii feeble Rs^i ->. 

He try'd to gropide with 'edl ftr hia vbildf 
Bii£«br whue Fivr^jv fofc'd away C/roM, 
The other firuckaPoDnird to hia He4rE< ' 

Of/. Ye Gods! eaftye baboM} aad {^Set ibis? 

Ditif ThA baOjr lAmmi baffled all Pmvyntioa: 
However, wafcing fron my .Truice* to fea . . 

The ftreaming Cosrie dn^'d bafely en the GrwM»'. 
Wiih lUgeud Vajf vtfnn'd, I forward fprui^, 
And ftabb^dibe bnK AOaffia of nry Friendi 
He f^ ) nld fatiing, curs'd the Gods, and dy'd. 

Mfe. If HffiHr'il ftffift oot, where U. Virtue fafe? . 

Din, H^eyoua V)rginl>uwbter? feoch the Tyrant, 
Giv^ tip iht Maid to fpeedy. Vislatroti, . 
Or bleed tlv: Viaito by a Father's Harfd. 
How, my .OMf/d, ihall th}r «ged F*th6t 
SbieRthnrifecurdyifOni UDbiDWided Pbtrar? 

Ort. How r^nK i> the LoA of Blood, and lta|^^ 
Wit}l which thm^Mimt^ this Tyrant* reigns .' 
'Mfe. Ye gi-4ct6u» Fow'is 1 csui Man be tht» abta* 
. '.. cUn'd, 

And Qot a Tfatiiiderbc4t.cci ftrihe him dead? 
AriCi^-bnfihtiri^aiwift DeftruBiononhm^ 
Aad cqpiAi hira at « Wonl — — this Honaieide ! 
w B z Z)/». 



"Bin. By Heav'Dj &c bears tim as he wefe'a G^. 

'And Men tfrere made for hijn to fport withal ! - 

i£/f . His hoiAi betray the Fiercenefg of hfs MJQ^i 
Where Luftj Ambition^ Pride, and Envy reigo, ' 
And feem to flifaggle for- Pro-emioencc. 

Ort. Vet Nature, as in Pity to the World, ■ 
The younger Brother, great Ttmoleda form'd 
With ev'ry Grace that cad adcwn a Hero. ' ■ ^ ' - 
He rifes eminent in^cv'ry-Virtue, : , ' ^\ 

As each Werfc fingiy his peculiar'Care; 

jyiti. That gloiiods Youth ! my Heart bounds st his 
Name. 
The Gods have fure cteG^*d him as a Patt<*a ' 
For what Man fliau'd be-} honell, brave, add wife. ' 
So mild,- that he fcarce knows what Anger is j; ' ' ' 
So tender, others Miferies are hts:' ' 
Yet firm, intrepid, in theTDay of Battle; - ". > - 
Serene he views it, and-dire&s its Courfe. ' 

^fc. When ra(h tnmepbanes, this impious fyn&rj 
In the late bloody Confli^ with the j/rgianf, ' 
Tboughtlcfs of Danger, pluog'd impetuous in - ' 
Among the ihickeft S<1uadroBS, when his HorfCy ' 
Umam'd, and fiery, flarted at che-'Noifc ' ' ' ' 

And HorroF of the War, bounded alofr,. 
And threw him beadlona 'midft tb&boftilcRanki| '> 
When Death on cv'ry Weapon giitterM round htoi^ 
And fearce a Power, beneath a God's^ could fav? him-^ 

Dm. O, had Heav'n then reSgn'd him' to his'Fate I 
: Mfc. timokimy with uncommon Ardor fir'cf, .■; 
Urg'd by a Brother's Lovci and. Brother's Danger^ 
Shot lilte a Flafh of Light'ning to his Aid i ' 
Thro* all the Fury of the Field he nifh'd 
Refiftleft, and like AforJ, dealt Skughter roand.: 
Ani^'d, th«y back retir'd, and kept aloofj ' ■■ 
While his falPn Brother covering with his Shield^ 
He flood the fearlels Mark Af all their Darts. 

Or/. Twas worthy of .fJoa&os.; — Gcn'rou's Youth? 
When may'we hope-to fee the H^ro' conic? 

Din. The Treaty with the ^rpmns is coQclnded, 
His W(jund» all hcal*d, and the uexc Hour m^ brina 
him. O I 



O! if he knew hit bleedinc Couotry's Wrongs ! 
Swift as an Eagle to dcRiiwr ber Youpg, 
Hotne he woa'd fly to fave her.— But the Tyrant, 
Cunning as Cruel, cv'ry way has try'd 
To intercept iJare/wj^s Kno\^lcdgc <5f *cTn; " , ; 
Ori. Yet, wing'd with Lore, he'll hade to cele- 
brate ■" •.' ■■■"* -"■ "■" ■•!■ ■■■■-*. 

Hit Kupiials with yoiir Daughter, i^om he loves. 
With an uncommon Paffion— fuch a'Paflion! 
So tender, tfaai hisXiffe is not To cloir. ' , 

Hin, She, with excelling Truth, returns' his Love > 
It bredcs thro* Jill bci.modeft Arts to hide it} 
She fi^is, Ae piqcs, ihe fickens in hisAbfance: 
And when I ask the Caufp bf ^U her Sighs, 
The Flame within her Heart flies to her Ghecksy 
And, in a Blufh, confcflcs Love the Caufe. ' 
' -Mfc. Sd eitquiSte het Form ! 'us Nature's Pride j 
Pleas'd, and furpris'd, ev'n her own Work ihe view;, 
Fixiag het Soodard of Pcrfo&ion there.-; 

Din. Bqauty {he has— — yec knows ic not ber fclf, 
free from ncr Sex's .Vanity and Pride, - , . 
Her Care is to attend her Father's Age^ - . \ > 
" And fwectcn his remaining Hours of Xife. 
But I, my Friends, fliall tire you with my Talkj 
.Tis Age'sLHumoQr, aqd^you mud fbrgiveJt. . .. - -, 

j^yi. O thttu.Althighty! awful, andfgpremel . 
Rtdrefs, revenge an ifljur'd.Natioo's-WroDgsj, 
With Pity view Ber"violated.Laws, 
Her trampled Rites, her butcher'd Patriots; 
Hear fufF'mig.yirtue groan beneath Oppredl^n, . 
Ueari.aid relieve itJ.y^w eternal, hear J . - '^ 

/?f».:0,'thau Almighty! awful, andfupremel 
Redrcfs, revenge, an injur'd Nation's Wrongs^ 
Show'r down your Curfcs on the Tyrant's tfcad! ., , ■ 
Arifc thf -.Judgey difplay your Vengeance on him, 
Blaft all his buck DeOgnr, and let him feel . . ■ 

The anxipusTPains with which his Country groans. 
But bc^d, jny. Friends, letus with Patience wait. 
Tinu^ron'^s coming, and the Smiles bf Heav'n. 
JTcc io limffUon cfaen^^f ^ Gleam of Hope, 

;-: B J Pirt- 
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6 TIM OLE O N. 

Darting Uke Light upon the iumoac Sewuui} 

Wfao long has yi6v*a ttid Horizon thicjc with HMtcw. 

S C E N E % 'i^oplwnet'j ^aUhs^ ■'■ 

Muter hycaada, om/ Pheron. 
tye. Pherbn, \U WeAs Cfae- King fluU ^anft tb« 

Zeal; ■,■■■'- : ■ ■::, ^ 

Ttmopbansh who (hem he merits Enipiie; 
By his great' Spirft, 'worthy y«w hiralelf; ' 

Pbe. Biit fay, Lycatnier, why Utendi lie that 
The Senate's dulF Rerdves before he's croWd t ' 

Lye. Xo pleifc the People. 

Phe. Pleafc th?ia I , 

Lye. Pbfr'oitj yes. 
Thofe M^ftrates, Who wou'd have d^tf'd ta d(va^ 

him, 
Slaoghrer. has fwept away : As for the mA, 
Of Means and Spirit-impotem: tJD hurt ^iiit| - 

They ferve to authorize his Deeds. 

Phe. The King, .; .. 

Enter TimaphaaeSf ntttiiied^ 

Tm^. At length, LyeakJef, myDefireVQ^ttnpleatl 
That' Pow'r, which ahnoft iquals Men with Godlf - 
I now may call my own : Say, iii't not erett 
To be the firft difiinguilh'd o{ ManhiaS? 
Admir*d, ciarefsM, gaz'd at by gaping Crood^ I 

Who, waiting, fmile, or tremble « b Nod? J 

Lye. The Prjtanes rve'feundod— — th^ucfj^^' i 
Their Fears have made *eta plyaot to your Will. - ' \ 

To-morrow tp the Senate' they prppofc 
To crown yon King. 

Timtp. Tis well —Then, my I^^m^^ '. 

Luxuriant will we riot in each Mlfi 
Thy Wiih can form. Bach yet aiit^«dT<^ 
Each witry, wanton, gay, and r«vdlii^ Beauty^' ■' 
Shall be our own. ' ' - 

Z;y, By Hettv*n! 'twill bpiiLif? ' .. ■ ' 

■ ^** 

L)i.-raM>,GOOglc 



T I M q t E O H. 

For Spirits fucb s^ o\m. Hpw dc^ yanr.&^Aan^ 
Ttic fiur Ckone^ hroofc her feeming Wxaoa ? 
y?»«p. Hw TflfliB ,()Bc«uijr'« «p55fiv(e ^toHc). 

L-ikeifcopj " - - 



Likei&opf of v«^iQg ^o^s &Qpa -cbf ScUl, 
Y<:t now and then burfts forth a fofc ConiiiJItint, 



Soft m.ihe ^/^mx. oif,the<hfdibl^(e#rpofc, 
Lye. iicT Father'^ Fate ihe luur^:apt? 
?«SQ>. Nc^ nor fliall. 
3ut fee r c^e Chaimcr thjs way \i^% her${(p% . .'. ' i 
Like a ftruck Dper^ .cjic^ Priva^ (he fcdffi*. . - ' 
Wewing aa .if the Springs of Life yrene ppcB'd« 
Lee ul retiie flsaitj unpcrceiv'd— — «Vay.! ££«Wtf' 

Mnter CIcqne; 
Cfeff. Where Atn J ? ev*iy thma ^ Jftcwffifr «&«» rflW. 
Was I oot with ay Father? dial^re^inr 
Or do I now? what ^toife is that? jny Fat^r!. 
A thou&ad Xtity^ghtSt' fi thoUC^l|d ^ajiKievc Feaiv ■ 
Cravd in my Migd. X.^>^f* wirfAr. 

Ifcl Mufick! let Itplayr 
Here will I lyc» here in Auxotion lo^ 
liiat it may work jU[i4^iiut)ioo .^ , 
'Till MelaochoJ^ rrifM, tlpu^n: mns,-^rv'Mi, WA'iwEi 
'In vain thy Melody! tt cannbt raife 
My Sorrows bighcr^ or iqdtb ne-to fbtget *em. 

£i^ Timo[<baiK3. 
'^tmop^ Howbeaatiful (he looks ! ev'oGncf becomes 
her! 
Gciftf Ji^DS (tpijth Gkpt Plpafiiw to ti«r F«ce, 
As if deuglited bo be dre$ ua PemKy. 
Lovely CAmc/ «rh$Fefore we^ fay Fjht ?. 
Joy iludl'^giMa uofwil tih^fe ibaidowjd Kyn* 
Shall, blcetbf6w»dnr$ his«?e choi^Cktuds ofSonroir, 
The pride pf KaWV opeqiiK^-Eo. our View. 

CUo. tiosf qip { bope jbr^ ? fsirbere can i find it? 
IKignfled vuh its ManJion in my Breaft, 
[The Fugitive, I £ear,Ji coBeforcrcr. 
pmf. (iki«4Mrt^«qdMtWBwicfai(ufadeAnus 
B 4 ' M 
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At figbt of Thee, it play? about my. Heart, . ,L 
And loQKS to rioe oil that lovely Breaft. 

C/w. That Voice, with ail the Rhetoric of Lovei; ' 
$p»ks nought bi}t Horror and Diftradion to tite. 

Simag. Where is its (lortor? when lE fooths thep 
- thus ■ .,■ ' ■"",'■ 

To Pleafures, which fl^all ^each tJbee to forget ' 
What Sorrow is?' Come then— —i cannorliglr^" " 
Nor whine my Love. in amorous Softncfi to tjKCi ■. 
I'm all Defire to pant upon thyBofom, : 

'Till we dilTolve in Blifs, too great to utter. . - 

C/rt.'My Soul's alarmM as at the Gall of Death, , 
-'Ahd Honour fiekcKrat each Word I hear. - • ' 

Timop. What is theHcHiour of your Sex, bUEPridei|| 
Bbc fear of a Djfcovcry ? fear of Shame i . '; 

•tTis this reftrairis the Plcafureof tKc Fair, . i 

When urg'd by Nature, when with Wifhes warm'(J» 
£he Ilit}gt]iihes'to't)dtsge for EDJoym'cDt. 

Cko. Ic can do more} defpife thc'l^aics of Power,. 
• And fly,' tho' Grandeur court it to its Ruin. \ '. C^^» 

^imep. Ha! gope! .but l^t'hn- 'go! fhe caniiot f^i 
The Bird juft'takeD, beats about its Cage, " 
Flies round for Liberty, but findmg i)one,' ". % 

Sits down 8t hft contented with its Pirifoii. ' 

^itfCT* Lycftodf^^ / ■- 

J^yc. Weli,doQtbcFair ooc,Sij^ return your Paffioo? 
%imep^ Yes, but it is witl^ S.coni> me, fliun« ^my 
i . ' Prefe'rice^ '. ' f ■ si 

No more I'll fue, but forcc.her to. be Weft: -v 

When tilted once, ihe'll thank me for the PlcaTorc^ ^ 
And curfe the Coynefs that delay'd het Joy. , 
•Tis true, f love her— —to Enjoy her on!yi'/' ,'• * 

That's all my Aim my Soiil Ambition ftff^jx^j ■. '- 

Aod.leaves no room for futh aToy tt Womfin.f'' 
Women ate but the Playchingsof aii Hout: ,- ■ - ' 
' Too much of 'em unnjans us into' Trifles, *; ' ■ *■; 
Like themfelvcs. ' ■ ' : 

Lye. p that I cduM love like yoo !. , ,. ' * 
I«m'ai(iiid, koamprousFool: Byrinr'af - -- 

^ -' ■■■■■'' 3r^ 
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To gain thcTmallcft BKfsfrom feir Sumfiat ;^ 

Wijh Pride, with PJeafure lwou'd;nin thro? all 
TfiefoT^ile Duties of a WotQan's SJavej ' ' .',, 

An Age cou'd dbar, and think in Age well ipenc. - \ 
.' £/«Mpr Strange ! tli»t fliefli6u*d)rcfvfe you! I«ii 
rough, ■'■'.'■'.■'■' y ■ :: 

Unlwctf,. uttle^flbn'd in their Wjies^-HH'W: yott , * - ;' 
.Know each unguarded Paffiigc to the tfoart, - . ' •■ 
Can fttal thro' cv'ry Paffion to the; Sbuli'. " ■ 
And melt it into, Fondncfs and Dcfirc: ■,;■■. 

Lye. Fixt in her Brcaft flmokpn's Image Kes, ■. 
Nor can my flattering -Arts efface it there.' 
The Cuift TmeUon.' -Bafieof alVmy Pcitce'! • i 

Ashc.wjU be ofyours.. • - 

^«»(^. Of mine? KeMarcs not.'' 

Lye. He dares do aH his wild romanticfc Thought^ , 
Of IJonoar can fuggcft ( you know he darw. 
' •"Timap. So great my Pow'r, *twiU l-ve'hinico Cooj- 
pUance, ' ■ "■ ,' - ■ , ■ - 

X^c. *TwHl ratherurgehJm tofomedefpcrateCourfe. 
\Stmo$. What, that can hurfmf Safety, prittyCTOwn^ 

Lyi.' Yon know hbw muqh he is rfic Peoj^e's Iddly, 
How zealous ari Affrrtor of their Freedom > ■ : - 
He'wou'd notbrook an'Aybitrary Power,-'' ■ " 

Tho' in ^Father's Haiids— *— nay,' he \TOu'd fcorB itl 
If offer'd to tiimfrlf-i-^— think then, O 'tfiink, 
What gach);^ing Tempefti from that Quarter threaton. 

Timfffi- Advifc me Itraic — — -^ wbair Method ihMl 'I 
take? . ■;.-■•- ■;_.W .:.\ : .-. ;i 

ijpf. rPfc^t htScoi^ioej if he onde'i^dHiri^Sj' ' 
There willbe DangCTinBjsDcath; ' ' ■ '\ 

yl'wo;). 'Ti^r true. - ; -■' ' ' , ' -, 'J^ 

P had I but piirfb'd thy Jaft- Advice, "■'"■.- ^ " ''; 
He now Kadl^in Witb-tfactre who artf forgtftten. ; ' 

Lye. Wftatdou'd tS« pnidentReftdi&'fion chinge? 

pmt^. I'JI tell thee i-thou^li fcq' my 10010'* 

- ; Soul. ' ■ ■-■'■■■■ ■ '.;■ ■;'*■■ ^ ^ 
SomffNightsago, as on my Bed I hty, ■ • 
Revolving in ray Mind'Trwo/rtVsFate^ ■ ' , • ' 
^nd iiiA Bad conquered the remahudgrScrBpki '■■'-'• 
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pf Love and JSratkudc* that kft pofleft i^e ^ 

My w»iy Eyelids JdosM, and courted BLeft 5. . - 
They clos*d ia viiin— Hift wQuld not h&rbpiirltl)||r^ 
Thus BHiSipg mI liy»— f-a Form anpcar'd, 
iy|i4i <Pi>A ^ GlctuB of hontd Light around. 
It Kcin'd iny Fatter, as he 'dy*d m Battel, , 
Each I^evt'*veui pouriiw-foitk. a dita^n Flood i 
PreadfuU^ pale he flaf '0, JUtd ftcnolf itii^^^ . ^_ 

£j£. No naqre. 

^mcp. 'Tis trwf 

^f.Jodecdl 

^m<^. Be ftUd, 4nd ^r toe. 
^perdition bUft |qe, j^uc I &w it f 

^f. What? ' ■ , ;;V 

Ttmop. By Heaven tiw verylnapge o^aiy t^xi^f 

^ye. ^t^effc me, 'cvis tne imiage of y«pr Fear. . 
The fclf-creat<:d Cuile of vaTerbg Mini^. 
. - Tm$f. *?^iU tben I linew ncc ffihat it \k» tp &^« 
But at that Sight a Terror feiz'd my Heaj^j^ 
.$acli Nerrci^x'dj and jS«gnatcd tay iHopd- 
Thriee too it .9ali*d«r-r. 'tis -true, I hear,d the V-£W»j 
HgUpW ^ ]oWg as founds t^e. diAant Thwtdei;. 
The dreadful Munniir Hill la ia my £ars. 
•* Touch not, it<;ry'd, tp^choot Timok«»*$ US<»%, . 
«* To Corinth ftrait her Liberty letxotc^ 
^ Repencp or fooii thou'lt be as 1 am aowu " 
At zhjs tbe^Pbantom difjyipear'd, and lefc me. 
ij^y*d to ipfwki roy.XQj]guc forgot its Ofic^ , 
For ev*ry Faculty was loft in Horror. 

Lye. trrqj^iuipn frames a duu&ad Han^» 
Embodying each— ^— iipf fliaU it be bcliev'iij 
That Shadows e'er cou'd fhake ^mj^h^atSf 
And change the fet;!'^ JPur^^ of his WiU^ 
Have youie^a Oeatb in.almoftfv'iy 3hapP« - 
UodauBtcf^,. unuiu£&'4^ a^lWjraced Danger^ 
,A?OTPdigal of ;.(^? ,yci, Jliirt ^, JJ^ipthiqe? 

fimp. Upbraid mft not; once more my^OMl <* fiiCt. 
Hence with thcMeniory of t^ef? fick'oii^ Tttoi^^gtuti 
Ooce more I'm yours, direft ne as you wit}. 

i^f. 7MMi;M)s's cooaiiig bi^ck im>fl w fKvfnfpd* 
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fimep. And tbftt mnft t>e by D^tt) : ic is (}eCfirqiijl*4. 

tye. Once done, the People (bon vUI cnle t»grt«rer 
TtwiF Faffioni us W Bubbles »ii'db|rSjuii,^ . 
No foofler rrfingj but they difappcar. 
Then tdzc.DimitehMt,'^uilconbatLhitdpnl^'i . . 
Your Servant's Murder is a juA Excufe. 
7ho& tvo idnov'fl, jr^ havt op noip to jGnuV ■ .- 

9fffit0tf. I will. 
Tho'old, Dinarcbuj yet h tBivCt 
And nay proyc daDeffo|ip.----TI«n lop,-i^w«*r, 
Then you may urge your Suit to Air Munefit, 
Then, when berSfmf faiagi quivi'xijgg like cl^K«^ 
Upcenain where po poioi, qb thw mpy ^. 

To Ian her Facheri (he wy yifl4 tp .tbwfe • 

And Mela thy PaJHon with, j^ kind Return. 

While I, my Throne coofirm'd, will rife fuperior. 

And riot in each KUff thtf Pomer.CAB give. 

The Eagle thw* prepar'd la. mMmt: [he Sky* - 

To the Sun's Orb undazzlcd darts his V^^ 

And^iintttheGtoiiod with awf^ OigfUty^ . 

Exulting io his Pride, is pleas'd to vievy . '.-.:. 

The feather'd Tribe,. admiring yhere he flew. 

With failing Strength they tempt the wond'roui 
height, "^ ■ ; , .,'■■-) 

^hef laint beneath the radiant load, of light. 

While iic alone csjoya ^hx toeiicign Swaf, 

Alone fupporu the Sun's enoKafing Ray, 

And jbywB roKls in the bhae lif Qay. 



7"^^ End of thfi Firji 40. 
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A C T II. S C E N E: I. 

\/[ Cbamktr in the Houfe of Dinarciiiu. . 
Bnter EuneQji, ■ ' 
I L I p E on, ye 'HouTii' 'till my fimakcti 

I Glide fwiftly pn, as urelefi all to me.. :, ' 
I 'Till he arrives,' Jcoyfias'floBufioefi.ha'Cj, 
' With him it flew, aaclwaics for bis Return, 

^ ' , . Enter Servant. . , , '. ','■"■ 

Serv. A Stranger begs Admittatice to your Prefeaca- 
''^ Eua.. Conda& him in: -^-^-e*- ^Whoicaathis-bef 
"f ' Ttmoieott/ - . ■ '^ ., ,' , 

Orant but char, HeaV'n— ^— and I'have all I «ifh. . 

It mu^bc hcl ■: 

;.. . . .^nferTimfl^oa^ . . j- './ 

Tmoleon f Ycs\ My Soul! 

Timel. E'une^af . {^Enil^e, 

'TIS come i at; Imgch tbe happy Hour is come,: . '■ ' 
Mat gives ^uihfi.st to my lon^ng Armsi . ' '-. 
7is come with; gay -Delights,' with fmtling Pleafarcsj 
With ev'ry Blifs that crowns fuccefsful Love." 

Delightful Fair! Ecenial Spring of Sweets! 

O thou art dear ! I cannot fay as whatj 

Nothing is fare, fa dear as my Eunefia. ■ • 

Eutt. O my ^imokon! do'noi: t'alfc thus to me. 
So great the Pleafure, 'tis a Pain to bearj 
Yet do, talk on, for if -I 0nk tieneath it, 
'Twill be for thcei arid in thy dear lov'd Arms. 

tmol. How iwM 1 tell my food, fond Pa0ion Co 
thee? 
By tender Vows? by LoSksJ-^brty my Sighs? 
Kit tohdcr Vows, nor Looks, nor-fill my Sighs 
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CafitcJltny Fa$on, 'cislb woncl'rous great.' - 
O ! it is Hke thy Charms,' .beyond Oefcriptioa. 

Eon. Speak on, fpeak on } I cou'd for ever bcv, ■ 
I cou'd fot. ever liften to thy Vows, 
vlThat breathe fuch Tranfpdrts to my ravifb'd Souty 

So foft the Melody ib foftly Sweety 

It wakens cv'ry flecping Joy to Life, ■ 

And fteils away each Paffion— but my Love^ ■■-■ ■ 

Jmol. Yes» I cou'd talk on thofe lov'd Charms ofchln^ 
'Till evVy Echo fhou'd repeat ^»»^a, ' 

As-if-itfloaicd on tfaeNamc, iJktfme; ■ ^ - ' %' 

O thou cngagirig Softnefs! .■■•■■* 

£a». Yes, fimoiieiti '. 

Here all my Fears I lofe} notev*a the Tyrant 
Has Power to hurt me here. 

^moi._ Fears! an'daTyrantl 
What-doft thou talk on? What haft thou to (fear? 

£»v.-0 my Ttfitokon / ' Cixtamon al\ thy Reafbo, 
Thy ufual Strength of Mind, to hear a Story -} 

/That at each Word will wound thee to the Soul. 

Timet. Thou then muft tell it me. — - So fweec thy 
: Voice, ■ , ■ . 

The Tale will lofe its Horror in the Muficfe - 

Etttt. Take it at once.—- O muft I be the firft 
To grieve thee thus ? ' , . 

^tmol. I'm on the Rack to hear it. 

Eun. Had not thy Duty call'd thee hence, whaC 
Woes 
Might'ft thou have Av'd'thy Country? -^ 

Simtl. Hal'my ColMtry! 

Eun. She is a Slave. • ■_• 

75woi Say'ft thoii? a- Slave, BuHeJta? 

Eutt. No Tongue herDefatarioncan defcribc) 
No Pen can paint the Gnef Ihe cannot hide. 

Yet fiarif'to (now. ~ She's failed from that Height 

Where lat^ fhc fate, the Arbitrcfs oF- Greece. 
Proftratc, bpneath Tyrannicfc Pow'cftw lier, ' 
While Rapine, Lu ft, and Death, range chro' her 
s Streets, - - 
And revel uucontroul'd. ■ , 
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■' 77moJ. ts'cpoffiUcf ■,>... 

Euti. CovetM witfa Heaps of flmgliter'd Gitii^. 
She lodks Diis g^Nral Gra¥S. 

7/Mo/. Immortal Gods ! . , . ■ 

EHn. Ekicti Pattiot falls bcooth fctne Kuffian*> Swm| 
The frighted Matren fets her Lord e 
And ihudders f3i: his OiTspriDg in b« 
While tbisj with brokea CrkS| or 11 

yof Pliy bogi-*-— in vaia -tb* re 

Strikes home, and raiogtes io one eon 

The Parent's, and the ItifiwtV Blood. ^ 

How will his PalHons burfi ttito a Blaze ! 

When be ftall hear fais Ftthot ■ ' 

Tmol. Ha) PhiMusf 

Eu». Is murder' d. . . . , , , i 

, TTmo/, What! Pbilifius Tuar^tfA iool . 
Who is the Tjfrafti? Paiacbim oik. ye Godi! 
For Vetfgeafice equal co his m&nftreus CFimcs! 
^ut fay, Etitiefia^ fpeah tho impious Man. 

£«*. There) ay TrntleMj deeper will k tmwiotf 
thee. 

7/«»/. No J I this Moiaent caft him from myhowti 
I have DO Ff ieftd tbat it my Cduotry's Foe. 

Euft. $ii|:»pofti timopbanei? 

Tttnol, What! ray Eunefia? 

Eun, Tmopbanes. 

Tmol But fay not tbtt *t« he. . 

Bun. It is, Stmoleon. 

T^moiy Then I'm todCftd lA&i^y ! ' , . 
This Blow I was not arm'd to bear.— M^ BrocliCtf 
Can ic be he ? My Brother, did'fi thou bf t 

Baa. Tflffp/fAfj yes} h« hdff abib'd (bat IHWdr 
His CouAtry ^re bim y he has tUm'd tbofe Arms 
She took in to preferve bef, ofi bel* Iflf. 

TiMto/. Fatal Arinbkion! bow doll tboa taif-4oad us? 
Wretch that I aio ! I am the Cavfe of tbfss 
1, who have labobt'd ib to vtH his FoUiet, 
And fee his Vhtaes io the fairell Light. 

Eun. The Virgins Cries, the dying (jroan he bears 
Exulting, and dire^ the Soldiers R^. 

Our 
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Our Streets he parples with craf nobJeil BIboclj, 
And riot4 irrthe Ruin which be ankes. 

fimol. Can there be fiich liapittj 'm Matt? 
Ipgioriccus Brtjther ! thus to abu(e thy Fame, 
Thy Country !—^ Well, if one mwrf fell a ViSilHi 
Cwinthy or He,, there is no room to doubt. - - 
CorihtBy I here dcvorc mc to thy Call. 
O, if my Death cao clofe the Scene of BIoocI, 
And Freedomj from my AHies, rife to Lif^ 
At me,. ^tJmoph'anes, thy Fary aim y • * 

Lee all the. future Wounds tnou giv'ft, be mine! 

MtM. Otnf ^tmUont w^E ^vel tRft feat'd. 
Not dreaded from Lycander'i tmpious Lovtc? 
The vile Companion of the Tyrant'a Ri*B! 
Luil is their Deity, their ^rart is Murder. 
Where then can Virtue for ft I^efegfrfiy? - 

7'moJ. Think not Ijut thine is dearer than piy Lifef - 
I'll guard it lafe. — - Tec Heat'n will guard -it too*". 
I^eander! DurAhe? Bu^ my dear ^Mvry^y 
Krrgivc mc, O my Soul! if fdir a whil^ 
I chafe each tender Paffion from ojy Hearty 
Fly fronvthy Arras, and cv*n thy LoW Ft^ut.' 

Eun. WitH PTeaTBTc I refign cbee 80 ffly CwiWiyi . 
fie all the PalSons of our Souls alike .' 
My HeartUas can^t thuFIre withift thy Bitaft, 
And with a Love oif Virtue gtows like tfiiic ' 

Go on, thy Fmidneft for Ettmjki Icrfe, 
'Till thou haft freed thy Country. Then, T^lfWi ^' 
With- Jtfy I ^il! receive thee ia my AftaJ, 
Ahd'pay tby Esfemrs" wrih ah' Age of Z^Vn 

Timol Thou, Excellence! I'll ftudy to defiOTU thee. 
Tffeutian'ft tfie riigged Pat^ of' Hwi«r ffflboth, ' 
And feftfirairits'Tiins. -^Boi I maft IWvC^thee. 
Corintb &t^%r\^ t^6lh Moment of my Tin*, 
And cuts off All ABTtndcroerrof Parting. 
The gloriwis WWk'of Xifteriy compfeat^ 
'Twffi Tirigh(!tti aH t6« Tra:rirpor» of ««i^\E/flVB, > 
Raife «r*n i%CH)(ittts^ and add'ftew Laftre to t^ee. 

\ "■.' ■ , " [£*«■. 



Etta. HowrwiU my. Heart-exult to fee. my Hero! 
While feiooming thus, wWc cv'ry Virgin's WiQ^ 
R.ifing at once the Father of his Country! , . : 

Bur, ha! his Life— O be propitious, ffoiv'n)^ 

Apppinc fome watchful Genius far his Guard'. 
'TIS not one Life alone in his you (pare, 
But, fftving ftim,7oa make Msoklad' your Omi : 

PinarchDs difewer'4 on aCmch ; 40 h^ il^rcfayltu.. 

.£/?,'Hoflr gentle is his Sleep.': — Suchftlwiqrstf ' 
The Sleep of {noocecice, ia Youth pf Age. 
What Noifcisthat? . - 

t)in» Help, help> Eunefiai .',',■■ -. 

Mfc, Ha! how he ftarts asd trcfliblesi (11 avxdm 
;:","Bitt^ :■ 

Dia.- Tcatj tear the Villain off-— O Mfii^lm! r 

Mfe. MvLordJ ' J ' 

i)i». Whatl who we you? ^Stariiiifi 

Mfc. Yoyr Friend. " . , 

■ Din. Mfchjiui!.., . . . , !' ^ ' 

I ha^ thee in my Sleep. — ^But a^^tfaou hef!' 

Mfc. I am." , . , , - * 

B'mi.Q 'Mfchyhi ! I've feen fuch Horrors, , 
1 ihuddcf.at.'enj yet. — Such, fuch a Drea^f .. 
Another fuch woyM plungcme into -Madncft. , ,. . , 
I thought—: — — . . ..L , ..,;;' 

JEjc. 'Tis,paft thcnthink oif it no more." ; ,. 

Urn. 1 thought, my Daugluer and my Self, wera 
, fcatcd, *. . , : 

"Whprc the glad Brook phiys '^^iiig thro* the Grove;; 
The . Sun-beams cours'd each other, o'er the Stream^ 
Gentle the, Stream, fcarce ruffled by the Wind.j^' , 
The Wind.io XVhifpers brcath'dj the joyou3;Bipds 
Hais'd their wild Notes to emulate her Song. 
When ftrait a Ruffim rulh'd from out the Grbvcy 
He-caz'd with eager Wonder on my Daughbjrj^ 
He friz'd her; then I faw the little Tremtler 
With Hair diihevell'd, and with panting BreaSsy 

Ko^efiAiSf^ 



. Knceling.fdr.I*ity to th6 biiital Villain. ■ 
The lulfial Satyr ftar*d his monftVous Pufrpofc/ 
1 wou'd ha^e hclp'd hrt-^— but, alas! I cou'd not. 
I flrove t(j rife, but fotncthio^ cli^ih'd tec down. ■ 
I call'd forHtlp—- ^7rt»ofeo*'s-Aiid impbr'd J ' - 
Thee xoo I call\l — and found — 'twM but a Dream. 

£fc. Ko mord 
■ Din. I tremble yet. , ' , 

Mfi. .'TwiUXoon be over. 
The Wiriest- enraged by a tempefltfoas- Wind, 
play, for a while, ev'n.when the Storm's at reft } 
Then, ,by degrees, ihcy fink into a Calrt. 

Din: But hufh r be ftiU ! Harkj hark ! Wfcat Voicft 
is that ? , - ■ 

li^ought I licvd a Voice like my Eunefia\ 
(Birffkine, aaiSthedFftanf, dyingfechoj') ' 

Cry out' My Father -Why this Mockery? 

Why this'Abufe on one fo old as T ani? 

' F^e, fye ! it is not well. =■ Hark, hark again ! , 

i^gain it calls;— ^-'Tis my Ettmfia\ Voice. ■ - 

j^. Indccdthert's'iioncj your Soul's the Sporc-of 
Fearj ' , 

Thefeare the wild, disjointed Iri^agrfi' . . ■ . 

Of a defponding, i| diftemper'd Mind. 
At l^ch a tiinc, broke loofe ftotii iR;ea(i>n*3 Ties, 
The Fancy roves thhi* Various Scenes o^ Horro*', - 
AnSTres iq ev'iy Needle's Point, aDagper. 

Din. Death is too proud ah Ertcmy, I find, , 
And fcorns to inect ail unrefifting Foe. 
Here may hc'coiht, fccureof ho Rcpulfej 
Each Fort furrend'rjng, ev'ry Strtngth worn out j - 
And ev'n the Hearr,-thc Cittadel of Lifcj 
Tir'd of the fadious Paffians thiit diftrcfi it, - 
Opcnyjg ijvitii Joy to let the Viftor in. 

'En)& Servaftti •aiitba J^tltr. 
Forme! ha! let me fee: JuftOcrdi!^ what's liere? 
Mfc. O Heav'n, affifl; hi? .Years to ftnnd this Shock! 
i);». How's^ tliis? 'Coufin'd! liriprMbn'd! all my 

C ~,....,C.oo3iii,e 
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The Labour, of my bonour'd ApccAors! 
What, made a Prey to Violence and Rapine?^ 
DefpoiPd of all? ha! Stay! why be it fo! 
W hy fliou'd I wifti to 'fcape alone unbort ? 
Secure alone, when all is wrecfct around me? 
. Mfc. It pleafes me. to fee you bear it thus. 

Din. Bear it ! why Mfchylus^ when Virtue fofferS} 
Who woiiM not fuffer too ? 

Mfi. 'Tis rightly jadg'd. 

Vin. 1} and my Child, will eo— «Ha! what! my 
Child! 
Mult {he too fuSer with me? Moft my Daughter 1 
My Heart's Delight! its Darling! my Eimefial 

Et^er Eunefia. 

Eun. My Father ! was ii not your Voice X heard t 
- Mournful it feem'd, my Heart confefl it youn. 
Ic ftarted at the Sound, like Men from Sleep, 
-Surprtz'd with an Alarm of Midnight Thieve^ 
And tremblra 'till it knows that alt is lafe. 

Din. My lovely Girl! mull thou be ruin'd too? 

Eun. Ruin'd ! O no ! I never can be ruinV» 
While 1 have you to bids me. 

Din. O my Heart ! . 

Eun, I Ihall be bappyi we will both, be happy; 
New ways 1*11 ftudy to divert your Cares, 
To footh your Grief, and calm your rifing Sorron^t 
When you are weary, and retire to Sleep, 
I'll fie befide my deareil Father's Couch, 
Talk to, and lull bis troubled Soul to rcfl. 

Din. Wo't thou? oh! 

Mfe. Do not ftiBc in your Grief, 
Speak ! ■igive your Paflion vent. 

Eun. What is the Caafe 
Of this? will you not fpcak to me, my Father ? 

Din. My Child!' my Childt 

Eon. O fpeak I'o me I 

Din. I cannot'. 
My Paffion boib, and bubbles in my Tbroatf 
Chcaks u^ and ftops tl^e Paflage of aty \y«Kl*. 
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^fim. Misfortunes are frooi'Heav'a. We fiauft be 
patieac. , 

iJw. Patient!— ^ My Child, t m • ' -? ' ' yw, *erj 
patient. 

Ma! am 1 not? I think I am-^ anothn* 

Wou'd have been diftra^d -^-^ O ! So am t. 
When wiir this lab'ring Heart lye down to reft? 

Eaa. Regard your precious Healcbt tbink.not of md". 

Din. Not think of thee ! why thoii art all my Care ( 
"Bf Heav'n, bad I beeii chained to a bleak Mountain^ 
nWn'd out a Wanderer, in a bairen Defert t 
Old is I am, I think I.cou'd havg born it^ 
*Tiir Death, the only Friend to Mifery, 
Had kindly fct m« Free:— —But this — but this— ^ 

kun. But why is this? May I not know the Caufe ?' 

Din. The Caufe! faa! fee it here. 

Enter Ofieir and Guard. 

. Off. My Lord Dinarehus^ 

My Orders are tp/eize, and fee you fafis ..^'j 

Coriv'ey'd to Prifon- 
£«». Ha/ to Prifon! Wherefore? 
0#. It is the king's Command: 
£«B. The King's? the Tyrant*!* ' . , 
ifik We muft fubmit.— — Comcj lead rac! id eSf 
Dungeon, 

Shackle nie dowp; yet ye fhall find, a Heart 

Win rife diCiainful of thicTyrMit's Malice. . 

Miftaken Men ! Betrayers of your Country } 

£y fervitw; him, you make his Crimes your OV^ 
Mun. My Father ! muft you go? . 

. 2)in. Inhuman Tyrant ! . , . . 

To tear me thus from all my Sput delights itf; . , 
Op. My Orders are cxprefs— — I've ftaid too foii^ 
Din. Be fpeedy then to execute y6ur Chargej: 

A Moment's Stay will fix me here for ever. 

Forewel, my Child } wc muft part, Eunefid* 

Thy Piety will merit Hcay'n's Defem:e4 

To Heav'h arid Mfcbylus i Irave thee tb^rf.' . . - 
JEfe.- FH tend her witb U Friend's, » Parent Cffi^.' 
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OJg. My Lord 

Din. 1 go. — My CHild— I cannot fpeak td tliee; 

Mao. N§ Fftdicrl -.'■■- 

Din. hm-y Ifirflowthce. X-^xt^nt^ 

SCENE drofws and ^fiaverx the Senate. 

• Pry. 'Tis time, i»y Lords, to check the ^age of 

SlaughtCT. ■ ■ ' ' , ■ ' 
This ve can only by Submifji^i) do^ ,- 

Eiiter Timolcon. 
^irnol May C^r'^tb and- her-Sfenarc Kvc forevtt'.' 
Pry. TmoUoni- i6{ ih.f'SCi^\c9 vitti ^he Ar^am., 
'nMnks'\(»e decree thee.-**— -Nowi iny noble Lord^ 
The Senate is afloDbMito cdnfirra ' 
The Soverei^ Empire lA Tfffitr^Jnw/^ 
, hyc. By this you cluni« andsierit-bK Prote£tion| 
And who To proper to'prote^tyoiif Lords, 
As he, whole Valour oft has iav'd yoor State? - 
Has he not fought yout Foreign Wars with Glory T 
Has he not often brought you Conqueft home, 
And kept Dellru&ion at a tiiiiaDce from ^ou ? 
Pry. Be it decreed then tto cohfirm him King!' 
Timel. My honour'd Lordsl' Wh'atl fhall we doiirt 
the Yoke?.- 
Sue Co be Slaves ? and bargain for our Bondage ? 
Is Life of fuch'a Value ? what I "fli'all we. 
The Guardians of out 'Liberties,' betfay 'cm? 
If you wou'd fee your Country lye the Scene 
Of Horror ajid Confofions if t'he'Cries 
. Of unoffending Mifc^ dtlightyouj 
Tye your own Bonds, and league ic with OpprefHoo. 
But I ofFand, my Lords. ■ ' " 

-I Stm: Go on, Tmsiem. 

Ttmol. Have We forgoc theVirtue»of our Country?, 
Have wc forgot'hCr G\oiy, her' Renown, 
In rcfcuing Nations from oppreffivc Pow'r? 
And ihall we change for Infamy our Honour?. ■ 
Our Liberty for Chains? Inglorious Choice! 
The roeanefl Man who'i Free, OiouM look Trith Pity 

Upon 
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Upon a^laVe, tdoia'il iniatl lus Pride. 

Lye. Why vfoa'd ^moUoh tear i^ thus again 
His Country's .Wouhdsi? ■ , i . ' 

TitnoU No, I wou'd lieal 'cih HA, 

Dry up each Tear, and fofceii ev'ry Sbrnaw. 

i^f,.'T6ur Judgtaent, ilcAleii'r^dsi at once deter- 
mined . .4 - 
Ypar Danger, or your Safety. -' 

7(>rfu/. Shame,, w Hdnoar. ■ .).,._ 

Lye.. Out Magifeates, fomc have already faUcrfj 
While Vengea'ricc hangs hnpendihg o'er the reft. ■ 

^mol. And fttou'd we fear to dye then? no, mj 
Lords, ... 

Life y an lirfamy tvhen FreedDiQ*s gane« 

And Death beconm the Objed of our Choice. 

Lye. The X^eflion ii •not t^r ou> I^ves or Deaths 
But for our Country's HappitleTs or Rom. . - . 
Refiftancc but provofc«-tha Ragfr of Fate. 
Prudence rcquicei us then .(0 owff-hi^Pon'r. ^ -' 
Who can witbftand it? 'tis confirtti'd fo ftrong, 
It looks with Scom on all Attenipts to Hiakc it. 

Titml. Looks it with Scorn? Yet there are Ooda. 

aboOTy 

And while there are, let not oiw Doabts provoke 'cnw 
Vengeance is theirs, a6il Virtue is- tbeir Care. . 

Lye. The Sword uaffieathM iaWratb, no diffimice 
knows, .. ! ■ 

But preys alike on all.- • Think on yo«r Children, 

Think with Corapaffion on em.- 

Timol. Yes, my Lords. - — 
Let them not bluih m our ignoEde Deeds^ 
And brabd os^tite Autiioi^ of -their Wocs- 
Let'ndt o.Br Nafafes i« future Tijnet btfiread 
Tbecotjunan Gttrfe,' and Shanie.-^— •tee 'em not lay 
That Qori^th &k\.byi Cmtabiaif Smue. 

Lye. This Zcal^ Whicfai thoV taifgtiided, miicfa t 
honour^ ;^ ,. , .■ > ■ . ■ . , 

The World w01 (hiofc but Esvy in ftmotetn^ 

timl tet it— —While yet my.ccnfcious Soul 
acquits nWf'- :. ■• . '- 

.'- ■ pj .- y«- 
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Ye idl can witnefi how Vn lov'd this Brother.' 

jlow ftili I love himv Bui, Tmab»n*s Voice 

Shall never give a San£fcion to bis Crimes. 
■ l.ye. Is this a Brother's Part ? 
Tittul. *Ti9 a Corintbiaa'i. 

Lye. What! tooppofe the Senate- s general Vote? 
pmol. The ^orkPs, in fuch a Caule> the Caufe of 

Freedom* 
Lye. How ill Ambition brooks (iiperior Pow*r ! 
SHdvo/. By all the Gods, and by this awful SeaaC^ 
If I ooce knew this Heart containM a Wifh 
To reign an unconfio'd, a Iawle(s Monarch, 
I'd rip it up, to clear it from the Stain. 

I Sen. fimoleon, thou alone deferv'il Commandr 
tHmol. ftmoleon rather would be lov'd than foar'd. 
Ij/c. Thus then, {hall we decree? toveft theCrowQ 
Firft in fimopbaneSy then to defcend 
,"Whcre Merit next demands it— to TtmoUon. 
^mol. An Empire on the Fall of Virtue rais'd 
Can have no Charms for me. What is the Trcafurs 
Our Fathers toil'd to leave us? Liberty ! 
And Aiall we fquander it away like Triflers ? 
Freedom ! It is the richeft Gift of Heav'n, 
And Ihall we fpurn it thus ?. ^ 

I Stn. Thou Glorious Vouth 1 
Virtue revives in thee, ud makes £r^ Hairi 
Attentive to tJiv Wifdom* 
Lye. Noble Lords^H-r 
I Stn. Lye4tiJer-~'~r. ■' i • < . . 

Lye, I am hufiit T jnuft fubmit. 

With Grief I fee the iSenate blindly run 
Thus to their Ruin — r May the Gods avert it ! 
With your Permiffibn, Lords, I wou'd redre: {£Ji^ 

S7mol. Let not a fervile Fear mibend your Minclf. 
I will (land up betwixt you and Deftruoioa, 
The Torrent ftem, pr fink beneath its Fury. 
I hold my Life but at my Country's Call 

I Sea, Thy Counfel, noble Youth, ihall guide oar 
^ate. 
O thou baft lAv*d qs Q-om eternal Shtne^ j 

' L)i.-raM>,GOOglc j 
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Pry. Let's rife, my Lords. 

I Sen. Yes, ri^fe with this Rdblvc: 
To ftand unlhaken in our Love for Corinth, 
Live with ourLswS) or with our Laws expire. 

[Extunt Senators. 

Timi. Ye honour'd Shades, whole Names are Co- 
rintb's Boaft t 
Heroes and Patriots, the Renown oi Greece f 
Who liv'd with Glory, and for Freedom dy'dj 
Attend, iofpjre, and fortify my Soul, 

That I may keep your Actions ftiU in View, 

And fteadity your j^iioing Path purTue. 

Eaph fctfifh PaOion in my Brcafi: dethroqe. 

And make the Caufe of Liberty my own. 



The End of the Second A^, 
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. SC EN E A trijbn. 
Enter Ditiarcfaus. ' 

10 W curft is M4Q, thro* cv'ry Scene of 
Life! 
Our Life is ooe cootinuM Toil for Fame » 
Like. Ants, we toiL and raife a Uttle Mole- 
hill, 
That ev'ry Brute can lerel. ' ■ ■ In old Age, 
Hope- — cv'n that too isdeny'd us ■ ■ ■ Hope ! 
Youth's beft Prerogatiw — its fwcetcft BUffing ! , 

The poor Man's feaft the fiSfc Man's ricbeft 

Cordial : 
In Youih, the Winds may blow, the Rains may bear, I 
Still green, ftill gay, fttU lovely does it flouriflit 
But, nvp'd in Age, it droop?, tt fades, and dies. \PMtfeSt I 
A liccle yet, my Soul, and thou ^alc leave ! 

This World, for Joys immortal as thy felf: I 

Witb.cljat.Ft.adc^ioo*. bear itlictle longer, 

E«^er Mejfingtr. 

Meff. yk^ Lopd, I cot^ po)nn»ffi)0>di from tycandery 
With Offers of; yonr tife, your Liberty. 

Din. Ljeandtr! Who's ijKtfiKftr? What, a God! J 
That he can giteus Life? Where is his Pow'r? 1 

Meff. Timepbanes has granted him the Pow'r, 1 

And he willdct'it} by ibeGodtbefwearsy 
On one Condition. 

Z)f». What is this Condition? . 1 

Meff. You have a Daughter-— ^^ 
, i)f«.Ha! . 
- Meff. A fair one. 

i>;». WcU ! 

U 
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Mtjf. Lycandety Sjr> compaffionatCf jf w Wefekfiftrs, 
Ybur Age, your Qrjcf, ^adhppe^ yuu tbMsk Eune^ 
A flcnder EUoomp?ij£« fw.-— 'T^ 

Din. Death ! and Furies ! 
What, ara I fjUl'p fo low, to be tbf Sport. 
Of Villains? Recompeace! Tortne^ts and Pl^aeflS> 

I tell thee, RufSan- rOye Iromort*! Po»'r»7 

Let your avenging Thunder ^ak its Rauy 
Ancfburft with hi(]eQP»RtiAoii his Heid. 

A^ Lytandefy Sir, vo«*d grieve to be oblj^tt 
To rtipw that PowV, which - . ■ .- ^ 

Din. Heoce ! away ! begone ! f . . . 

ThouartbetowmyRag^ [EiHiMtff,'^qthHLyM»ierf 
Cou'd he not break my Heart, but he muA H«t 
Its Fibres by the Roots? 

Enter Eune0a. 

Em. My dearell; Fftther I 

Din. My Child! — I«buiqaa Wretcfa ! he hils m 
Children. 
Had he a Qiild,-hiM fe([i a Parent's Y^rningit, 
Wou'd know the Pangs that llVuggle itv my H<4rt, - 
How did'fl thau gain Admiccuice ? 

Etm. Mfd^f 
Has won the Jaykoy who wa» lace feis. Servant,. . 
To give fcec Entraoca (q eacK Fiiend of youn. 

Dm. And.thou'.acecoa39i;pheitl vy^Cat'esy and cheft 
MjrAge! 

£Mf. 1 am. 

i)f>. O'Chrou E»«Vgb*fid Sweotaefe! 
Thou can'ft.dirpci t^e UoFFprs of thitf^Plaoe^ 1 

And brighten ev'n a Dungeon. Damo'd Lycander! 

4S»». What is'i jwoifttutatt^ '• 

Dm. I will tell tbce, Child. 
That Villain! that Zd-caWffr/ 

Em. Ha!. 

Ditt. I cannot. 
By Heav'n.l oauot. 

■Em. W bat's the 0«fc of this? ' 

Dm, Thou art! 
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'£m. Am I? alas ! am I the Caule? 

Din. Eunefia, yes, thou arc the laoocent Caufe>* 
Thou art the Victim that's rcquir'd to I^ve me. 

EuH. Am I? With Pleafure then my l-ife I givcj,. 
Nor Hiall it coft a Sigh, fioce giv'ti for you. 
Or, if it does, 'twill be a Sigh for you. 
• J}ia. Almighty Pow'r ! hear , and revenge my 

Wron^ J 
Let your twifc Light'nine dart its Fury oo him. 
And blaft the Wretch. What, toinfult our Woes ! 

EuH. What is tills Grief, that is too great for Ut- 
terance ? 

Ditt. Why, thou fhalt hear it. Child, This Dog, 
Lyeander, 

Has offer'd me. O Hcav'n's! ytfa fuch an Oflfc^ 

Fit for a Father's Ears? he offer'd me 
My Life, my Liberty, if I would fell . 
Thy Innocence, thy fpotlcfs Purity, 
'to Infamy, and bis polluting Lull;. 

Eun. O impious ! 

Din. Nay, he dar'di the Villain dar'd 
To threaten Force, 

Etm. Force! JuftGods! butftay Death! 

That's fttll within our Pow'r. Death can prevent it.' 
: DiB. *Th true ! Death can prevent it, as flie hjs. 

•Til iuftly thoi^hc. Within I have a Dagger, 

I've kept it fafe fpr my laft worldly Rcfiige, 

In fecret kept it. {Em*. 

Eun. Where is Tmokon now? Why ii he aMenci* 
Methittks, by Sympathy, his Heart Aould know 
Its fond, fond Psrtaet languiihes in Grief, .1 

Enttr Timoleon. 

Sf«w/. Where ii Oharcbus, where? , 

Eun. My dear flimtleon/ 
ttmoh My Love! where is thy Father? 
Bun. Here, within. 
A Stave he is to a tfaoufapd warring Psfljonsj 
Sometimes they inward work, li|e' lab'rine Earth- 
quakes > ■ 

Then 
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Then fierce, as Whirlwinds, rage and roar without. 
His Age caanot fufUin ic; 

7mm/. O Eunejiaf 
Do not weep ji^us —— yet can I blame your Grief ? 

Mt Soul ! But let me ki(s tbis falling Tear. 

O I it is Tweeter than the JeiUmin's Dew! 
For ev'ry Pain, each Sorrow thou haft felt. 
If poflibWf^— T— my Fondncfs ftiall repay thecj 
And er'ry Thought fluU be to fidd thee Picafure, 

Enter Dinarchox, 

Din. I hare it in referre. 

Stmi. My Lord! 

Dm. finulemf 
Thou honour*d Youth f by Glory*s facred Nam^ 
Welcome ! I joy to fee thee. 

Ttmol. O Dinarebusf 
I blufli to fee thee thus ! I blufh to think 
I have a Brother, fuch a Foe to Virtue. 

Din. Why, true, 7$M0/»ff— is this propa*, think'ft 
thou? 
Is this the Setting of a Life of Glory? 
This loathfome Dungeon a Retreatjor Ag^ 
Worn down In Corinth's Service? 

^mol. No, Dinarcbtts. 
Yet Corinth fuficrs too j like thine, her Wrongs. 

Din. But fay, Ttmoleoni this TtmefbaneSf 
Is he pot fubjcd unto Fain ai I am ? 

37niol. Ay, fure, Dinartbus, 

Din. Muft he not perifh too ? ] 

And roc into Corruption? 

^mol. Certainly. 

Din. What will they then avail him in the Grave } 
His various Policies, refin'd Devices, 
His fubtle Wit, his quick capacious Thought? 
Will they ao with him to the Grave? No, no( 
Why thenuibu'd he be proud? Unthinking Wretch! 
Proud ! what 1 of a momentary Power 
T'opprefs Mankind ! O trifling Vanity 1 
The Worm^ he ^«li on, turns, as if to tell him 

It 
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It Toon viU have its FtU of Ven^dce on \^\m. . 

^mei Compofe your Mind, Zhtu&cBus. Kefi ftfliit'dt 
Your Wrongs fhall be rrdreft, and ev'ry Sottoftr 
Shill be-^bw hoih^— we are (Afepr'A— — rictire. 
Where I mayfafely pour into chy Mina - v 
BaltDj thac will heal the Wpuads thy Grief bts- madb; ^ 

Din. Come, let Ds fecb a Corntr of tljfc Cbngeon. 
To foocb our Sorrows, 'twill beflc oar TbeBghci. 
Let proai Profperity encircled go . . • 

Wicb Crowds of f'olly, watching er'ry Motion; 
Uofeen, unheard, vre Vill retire to Death } 
For Qo one counts the Steps of Mifer^. {Exeknt. 

S C E N E U. The Talace Garden, 

£»?«■ Timojiftjiie! tfft? tycandef. 

Tmop. Lycander^ true ! Blood only can fecfirt 
. What Blood has gftin'dj aod'I;will wade ihro' Seal, 
Thro' Seas of Blood,, hue I WiU <keep ssf Critmi. I 
Wbat n our Ppw'r, if on pfecarious Terms 

Tis poorly Held? While we moft fear ft3 LoA, 

Is there Enjoym^DC?, No i Diftrutt and' I>ai^;crs 
Crowd in, sotj Ruffle out our. Peace (jf Midd. 

Lye. timoUon's c'omjng puts the Whole £o htewdi -' 
Sorrow and Joy their feats of EtOpire cibsmgtf i 
Our Friends bvgtn to. droop,; while fiiw ccnVc,- . 
And thofc wbp ifrbiff^'iJ, fpeak tbdr Grief iloud. 

Tmop. Ha! dare they? . - , 

Lyt. Yes. Where-e'cr he gottalpn^t , ^ 
They hang upon his Sight t najF, er'n old A^ . 
Frefles amid ue Throng, and like a Child^ , 
Leaps in an Ecflacy at feeing him. 

' fink^. Ha ! chi> Sedition a'aws j bttt I wlll'£rufil it, 
Ev'd in its loiancy. Say, doll thou knOvf 
Why in .Di%uife he enter'd.irfto Coriittbf 

Lye. I knovr npc ». bat 'tis f^id, it wat cq Adii . 
The Prftijct of the PeoiJle ^ therefore tfee/cryj 
He merits cbem the more. 

^tnop. By Heav'nt aCrfiwn . 
CangirenoLufb^ wbcttTiFwAflil^sbyj ^ 
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He caftsa Sliati,c a'cr ev'ry Aft of mine. 

Lye. Already his He drawn the Senatc'from yoii. 
The Prytattes, unable to rciSft -^ , . 

TheTort-entiif his Eidquence, ^ave wiy, 
And bafely loft their T3uty in ih^h Fears. 

Ttmep. This was, thy Counrel, to depend omitem.' 
I wouM have burnt tW: Senate-, -and'^ave chofe' 
That Fire tolight ma to my Throne. Th? Coward*! 
But they fhall feel my Wrath.: — This Way, tycahder. 

£»/er Olin^bgS'Mid^^l^hyliii, lokh Swvds dt-im^ 

Olm. Where is this Homic^.de^ 

^fi. He cannot Tcape us. 

Olin. He's In the Gr6vc.— Thou venerable 5hadp| 
HoTcr around me,- tiH' F oflFer up ' 
This Vidim to thy Wrongs j then to EUjium^ 
And Blifs eternal, fly. 

Condemn this Haftc; as a Difthift of Km? 

Otin. My Fury wiU deftroy mc, ifdelay'd. ' 
I have a Tei^peft raging in. my Mindj 
The Tyrant's Blood mult lay—^0 poor Aioncmiait/ ■ 
Yetiti»;di • Where-is tMi Mutder^'? " ' 

£«»r Tivoleon^ 

Ttm^l. whereforcr thus Mm)d, toyrF|rien^r. What 
Danger's near? --':-•'■: 

Your Looks, your Hands thu? me^a^,ag.Deftfu6tiQn?, 
Who is't you fearch for? ^ ' . . ' 

OUn. Tyranny! Oppreffioni 

TVfflo/. Here? ^ 

Olin., InthePerfon ofpmcfhanej. '" 
Is he not a- Tyrant? _.--■-' 

Tmol. Yes. 

OUn. A Murderer ? . , , 

Tmol. Ay! • ' ' , ' 

Olin. A. treacherous Ulb^per?. 

Sliraw/. Triie! Igrant itj but-^— -— 

.Qlin. But whatf Gods! Shall we ftoop beneath it 
thj^s ? Tame, 
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t'ame, and UDaftive— — O, ioKlorious Sloth f 
Etch Momeoc that we loneer Etc in Bondage, 
Brands us for Cowards — ^Suvet^ for willing Slaves—* 
lyidows and Orphans owe to us their Tears, 
Matrons their Ibfamy, while thus we linger. 
If we ve Men, why Ice us aS: like Men. 

^fc. OUntbus, right ! If we are Men ! We are notj 
But Beafts and Drudges tam'd by Injuries, 
Or we ihoft'd never bear itj 

Olin. Bear it ! No ! ' 

We will not. Have we loft our Senfc of Freedom? 
Att.we fo hnpotent of P6**t t6 right us? 
Ha^e we not Bofoms fwelliog with our Wrongs? 
Are not our Wrongs fufficieac co excittf 
A Mutiny^ ev'n in the Minds of Infants, 
And ui^e our timoroUs Virgins cp redri^ *emt 

finul. My Heart, tike youn, akes for my Country*? 
Woes, 
And ycrns to give her Eafe— — but think a Moments 
Be not too ram— let us not caft away 
Thofe Lives, that are the only Hopes of Corintb. 
Our PaiEons 

Oiin- Let *ftm centre in Revenger 
The Sun's expanded Beams are weak and fainti 
But bum, and blaze, colle&ed in a Pointy 
And to this Point 1 all my A&ion? tur% 

My Vengeance 

- ?i)*fl/. "fhou (halt have it, 

Olin. Nay, I will. 
Not all his Friends Hiall fave him from my ^agei 

If unaifilted Be it fo Alone 

I'll cut my way out to Revenge. 

TimoL Thro* me? 

Oirs. Thro' all thiit clieck my P'aQageto the'^ynint/ 

^/c. OHntbus, Patience. 

Olin. Patience! Do you think - 
The mangled Wrech, fist to the torturing tisiokf 
Amidft convulfive Throes and Agonies,- 
Can think of Patience ? Ha t How then can I f 
'Tis Mockery to a' breeding Heart l&e Bfincv ^S; 
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Otin. And therefore ihou'd we ftay ? 
A Mind ac Eafe, like yours, may talk of Parienoe 
DifplayiDg the Philofopber and Hero. 
What d6 you fuSer 'midft the general Wrongs? 
'Tis not your Caufc— Your Family and yoa 
Gain by our Lofs, and rife by Corintlfi Fall. 

Timal. Oltntbus, from my Soiil I pity thee > 
Pity thy racking, agonizing Pains. 
For oh ! fo well I-know thy honeft Heart, 
Nothing but Sprrow workt up to Diftraftioa 
CouM make thee wrong me thus. What do I gain? 
What Pow'r, what Titles ! No, my Friend j I tell theej 
That all the Honours which this W<Ald can give, 
If bnilt on the Deftru£tioa of one Mui, 
Timokon would rejed. 

Olin. Whathavelfaid? 
Ra^c, Duty, Grief, Revenge, and Pity meedo^ 
Raife up a Hurricane within my Soul, 
That pacs.ouc ev'ry Light of Reafon in mei 
Can you forgive me ? 

Tmol. Yes, and pity thee. 

Olin. My Father! 

Tmol. 'Tis a World to fofierin: 
But be afliir'd, my Friend, I (uffer with thecj 
Thy Grief is here, it fefters in my Bofoms 
I feel it all. 

%^fc. Ttmaleoa/ Noble Lord! 
Thy Country begs her Liberty of thee. 
From thee Oac feeks Redrefs of all her Wrongs t 
Of thee {he asks her Peace, her Laws, her Altars. 

OJitt. From thee Ihe hopes, of thee demands Re- 
vengc, 
Revenge, for all her daughter'd Sons and Heroes. 

Ttmol. OM/ehylusJ Otintbus/ Friends I BeHeve me. 
And witnefs Jovel be witnefs ev'ry God! 
If in JimoleoTi's Pow'r our Freedom lies. 
Let Death in its moft ghaftly Forms furround me, 
I will not take one Moment's Paufe to think. 

^/£. Thto* this cmborwer'd Vifta view thoTytant( 
Sullen and penfive iffui/fg from yon Gloom* 
Tbia Wi^ be beads bfis Step*, iim$/. 
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Ttml Retire. "T Ftido*. _ .... 

uS«ti'«-^Truft tfl yout Oircs with mti 

^ oL"l mil r« *iih my VmgomM. C^"""'; 
U»s/. .Retire with ft>«d» Ik «>n«s-' — ^ "'■'"> 
my Teajer, . , ^, . 

rim. IS a Rock. th» I may me" unniffl'd 

To call a BrenlKi 6i ! 

£»ttr Timophanes. 

Si'l' Y^I >1fe" Msy'* flan. S5««!fS*«n t Mtai 
So plung'd in Ouilc^ U nera ftee from F**. 

S^Bwe. From Fear? Of thee? 

Ttwo;. Of ev'ry one thou'ft wrong d. 
And Ihoi haft vrong-d thy Brother. 

«»»»>. Wrong'd thee! Ha! .^„,.j 

Tmi Me itaw haft wroD^d,.angrateful as thdu al^ 
Ungrateful to thy Brother, and thy Friend! 
And oh ! ongratefiil to thy Couptry too ! 

^Titop. Ttmi3leoti\ ^- ,, . . ' ,™ a.. 

rimol. TreacheroM to thy Vows and'Ttuft! 
To infuteo^er eV'ry Law divine and human, 
Ufurp a Power, which anther Heav'n approves, 
Nor Earth can bear. „ ' I 

Timop. Hold! for thou know'ftiny Temper, 
And therefore tlSou'Aoud'ft fear to urge itthus. ., 
Tho' Hcav'D, tho' Earth combine, 1 will maintain . 
The Cro»»n I wear, and Ihaw that Idefcivt it. 

?BOT*'Wh«« ijthisPOw'i'i.whofeLuftenaaraes you (of 
Is it to be a King? To range unqueftion'd ■ 
Thro' each dark Mazo of Giiih, of Death, and:Kapinef 
fctc to digbhe in SoftncO, and in Riotr? 
Islt to reign o'er Ignorance and Vice? 
For Wifdom droops.wherk Tyftln(iy;prerail!; 
Opprefflo«c«risiheGra'ro,of;VirtUc/ ■ ' . .., 

. If tliere is-onc, who'a form'd tobea Ringi 
He mnft be wift,tK merciful, and brave; ■ ' ., 

OfVirtue, LeamioB andof ArlsthtPatroBj 
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Studiotti his Cpiintry*i,Intereft to fctww," ' 

And aftivc to purfue it -Juft to his Word, 

Gourteous', familiarto hia' People's Viiw, ' "^ 

Hope of th' Opprcft, and. Dread of the Oppreflbr- ' 
Thw is a King i he is a Father too, 
The publick Pacher j for vSherc Kings Jhou'd reign, 
H« ftcks hisEtnpire in the People's Heam. - 

Timep. Be it thy Province to amufe thy felf ' i 

With vain DiftinaionsJ mine, lo enjoy my Pow'r! 
Pow'r! 'tis the fav*rite Attribute of Gods, 
Who look with Smiles on Men, whi* can afpirc 
To Copy them*^ — If there are Gods, chey Smile. 

TJawA: If there are Gods ! — The Wretch Who dares 
to doubt, ; " 
Who Moral Good and III thinks empty Names, > 
Can fee no Crimes, and therefore a&t 'em alU 

3^mop. Timkmi beUme! for thy own fake, hear' 
mc! -• - . \ f '. 

'And weigh a Brother's Love l^ what I-ofi«r. 
With me thou (halt enioy the Regal PawV j . 
With me! : ' 

Ttmoi. Hold! no more! I muH not hearthee. 
The Man,, who paufetisn his Honefty, . ■ " 

" Wants little of the Villain, Coud*ft thou think ■ . 
^moleon WQu'd 'not ftarile at Corruption ? ... 
The impious Man, who fells Ws Country's Freedom^ 
Makes all the Guile of Tyranny his o'^m. 
His are her Sraiigh'cenJ her Oppreffians his. 
Juft Henv'n! re^rve your choiceft Plagues for him^ C 
And blaft the Venal Wretch! ■. 

T$mof. Stupid and vain! — 
Is this ihy Way to Glory, and to Faftie?- ' ■ .. ■ 

Tmol, Heav'h judge iae," if L*m covetous of Glory ! 
Of any, but relloring to Mankind ' ~ 
Their Lawa, their Ereedanl!-— ^-'What is Facne, or" 

Grandeur? 
If Honbut- aidlt 5fc tbe Ignoble B^rter^ 
K»o^, that ?V«o^0fftbJab^i4E nobler lar ... .: 

To raiie declining Virtue, iindTuppoTC 
A finking State,' than hMd a Wbi^ld in Chains. 

i * D Tmof. 
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Tmop. No oioit-*— !f Safttj* bo thy GboiMa Mt 
mDrCi 

Ttmh Safety! Ifeom themeiD, iaglofiousTlwvghc* 
No^ in the Name of Libony I-iUno, 
A Foe to Tyrants. 

Jtvtop. And^ Foe to me? 

TimoL To thee! O, no! timifb»mt/ I'd kvt tht$i 
If poffible, wou'd faw thee, 

Timp. No, ^tis folfc. 
Thou Traytor ! 

Timl. Rafli! abufive Man! 
Vain is tby Anger, for it flin not me » 
UncoDfcious of thy Cbarge, uomov'd I hear ici 

^mop, Becaufe thou haft not Spirit to idcnc it^ 
Cowaid as thou art. 

Timol. This Cannot move fmtkem. 
Thefe are not lojurtes, vbile drinib fuffert. 
Coward! remember^— But I'll not reproRditheef 
Thou art ■ 

3imop. What? 

Tmol. My Brother. 

ffiariy. 'Tis fidfc* I am ilot: 
The Kindred ! difown, with Sa»n difbwni 
Henceforth I will efieem thee as a Slave. 

Stmel. Yet heai me, for bjt Hcar'n I yet WMI*4 
favc thee. 

7?«ffp. Away! - 

Timol. Ruin hongs ttoddi^.o^er thy H^ad* 
Thy Fate's furpenc^ but at ny Requeftt, 
' ^mep. At thy RequefL? 

Timol. At mine Rcvei^ purfites thcci 

Here it purfu^ thee. 

. Shup. Ha! who were the Ruffians? 

Tmot. What A£lion of my Life has been fo bafe. 
That thou fhoud'ft think I wou'd betray my Friends T 

Ttmop. Thy Friends? 

Timol. Yes, mine} Mine and my Country's Fricods. 

Ttmop. Dillembler!' — ^This thy Friendship ! ^^t-r 
hence, thou Trtfler ! 

Tmel, Timpbuniiy I ieaire thee to tby Chdeet 



And chlok, O Jhink ! thou haft noc long to chufe, 
Thy Doll), or Life, thgr laftmf, oi Hvoour. [_Eiiii. 
timf. Mil wiitt! (nil Kiag^ mil ■KMc'i) chut? 

Let 'em Confpire i I'll meet 'em like my felf. 
Siace they dire fflurmus} like a* Angry Go(^ 
Qreadfiil I'll rife, and bow 'em to my Nod. ' 
Singly will Hand the jftlas of the State, 
With Mind iillre|)id, fcoraliil of their Hate» 
Afi'ert my Throne, and dare oppoSng Fate. 



7U End of the TUrd /IS. 
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jin J^artmtHt in the IPalace of Timopbanes. 

Enter Clcone. 

I HEREihall Ifly? that Icou'dflymv felf! 

I Where fipda lonety Gloom to hide mj 

I . Sorrows, ' . 

I Dark as thcGrftvef O were it too as quiet! 

• What! muft I live to be the branded Mark 
For Scorn's reproachful Finger ! O the Tyrant ! — 
Gods> let him tfaiok like tae, and be unhappy ! 

Enter Olinthus di/guis'd. 

, Olin. Thus fiir I've reach'd uofeen —' now to my 

Taski 
Give me but VeogcOTCCjyflW, I ask no more. 

Cleo. What Noife is that? Each Whifperthat I hear 
Sounds forth, methinkSj my Shaoie. 

Olin. What's here? a Woman? 
With Hair diflievcU'd, and a Drcfs difprdcr'd ? 

Cleo. What Voice is that ? Is there another Villain ? , 

Olin. An ImageofDiftrefs fhefeems^ Who art thou? 
Turn, fpeak} I am hot a timopbanes. 

Cleo. Oh! 

Olin. Is there ought that can afTwage thy Sorrows? 
What do 1 fee? Cleone? 

Cleo. Ha! 

Olin. My Sifter ! 
Why doft ihou ftart? why thus avoid my Sight. 

] a^rfi xJby Brother Come.inio my Arms. 

Why doft ihou tremble fo? canft thou not fpeak ? 
Whifper thy Grief ——or is'c too great to utier ? 

Tb, 

UigniaOb, Google 
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Thy ftrcaming Eyes acdaretoo fi>ach. Ha! iayT > 
Xhe Tyrone has nocdar'd to wouftd thy HoBOiwi , • 
Thou pnk'ft jnto my Arnis. ViUaisMic hals! '.''' 

BUQ; liiBi,«vengHig7ow/- ''',"' '•■■•• i 

£ff^ Xitqophanes.,; ' 

7/»()?. ^clore! 'Tis'wrfl. .. " ■ 

Matfftiit, I fee 'tis not a KiDg can plsdb yon. 
_you have your Siaves. 

0/M.;Ht! what! Tim^banes / • -■ - ■ . 

Cleo. O hide me from his Sight-! - - ' 

Timop, Slave! knbw'ft thou not thy King? ,: 

Omi. 'A King! 'tis true^ ) .., .,i 

Andtthesi thy Glory, thcfe thy Triumphs, TyrMiti!' '.' 

^mop. Who waits there? {Enter Mttendanti. 

Bear him to Death._ ' ; ■ ."- -7 

dlin. No, thus, ' ' ■ -- % 

Thus do I fly to Death. — — Curfcon my Fate!' 
What! dye without Revenge? ■ ' 

C/w. pHeav'ns! ./ t 

7/»Mj(>. Away! ■ -- 

bifpacch him hence ! 
■ CUo. O ftay ! 

^imop. What! for- a Slave? *. 

Shun me for him ! my Love has wing'd its flight ' 
,^t fight of this ^-^ and thou art now myjScorn. . 

CIto. O had I ever been To ! but, thou Tyrant ! ■ 
*Tis Heav'n^ aldne can punifli Crimes like thine. 

OJin. Why doll thoudally? Death is not fodreadfill, 
Ai is thy Sight. "■ 

Ttmop. Away with him. 

CUo. Oh ! hold ! 

Oiin. Why dbft thou fue, Cfeow? Life's a trifle, 
I'd fooner tjuir, than hold a Gift fcom him; 
,Timp' Villains! 

Cleo. My Brother! 

Ttmop. Thine ! 

Cko. Mine ! my OliMthks / t^ 

Olin. And thy fwbrn Foe. 



D J 



Tmep. 
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Tiikgp:- Nd matter j be ny F«u 
* Obfervc, C/Mw* vhst n^ hovt cm do. 
That Life hb Atioe^tmt hm forfaiicd 
I give to thee-— £» thou b« fmfle Forgiv^ocfe. 

Olia. CUotUy no ! wrong not thy Honour thus { 
Make not my Life* Batter for his Pardon : 
Hate him to Death as I do^ to Dcfitu&uui ( 
^imop. FrcfumptaotuBf^^ dare aoceo Urge mc^ 
OHn. Dare not ! 
Tbo' all thy kindred Furictfifttd tround tbu. 
And bad mc Peacfl— *^ 
Timof, I chargja choe oa^ tbf Life ! 
Otin, O for a Voice, loud Mch* £icnuys -TboRider, 
To diake the World refatndi iktw •» % Tyniiit^ 
A Robber .' Hoidicide! ' 
Tintfi^. Seize him a£ain ! 
Such Infolence 'tis Cowardice to brook 

cie». My Fear wad. Aoger- cOBobtt in wtf BEcaft^ 
For Conqueft of me. 

7(/»o/. Whatfayi Ckone? 
Thy Smile or FroVn decides his Life or Dcatlk 

Cleo. What can Ifay? howfortaiay Spdechtobeg? 
My Pain.ons rife impatient for a vent. 
S^mop. Wby then an%y With him. 
Ch>. O fpai* my Brother ! - ' 

TiMif. TfaK lovely Look I it meksi&y Anger doi^ 
And tames me do ber WUK } it QiaU be fo. < '-. '- 
' Remove bim.hfeiiccv IdcilTb h«n 'till cbc Mora^ 
(And wkhlUfpeft attend faitO. 
Ohn. Tyrant! 
CUo. Huih! 
Olintbus, peace ! tempt not again his Wi1idk« . 
To- morrow niaf TociKtt thy Lift and VeAgcanee. 
Olin. 'Tiitrue.Be ftiUtd^Sbid-— -fereweHC^MT. 
3^mop. Now my fair Enemy, cait'ft thoil foi^vt. 
And willing yield to revel in DdiglK? 
But *rtll the Morn I leave thee to ddtemriae 
^v Brother's Doom, bis U)t|^iitadaodd thibe. [£«;/■ 

CJea.^My Happinefs! It muft b«iadieGtav«r 
Where I may Ihut cue Thought, foti^et my Reafon. 

Reafon, 
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Reafon, thou art my Cuife-^my G^i,iG» be Ma^ncls. 
Ic fancies Pleafwas btydtKl Re^oc's rexcb, . - 

-And is inleoGble of Pain Uke mine. \E*it. 

6 C E N E It Tin Trifon, 

Mitter DinarcHus. 
- 2)1(1. f Qri«i«aT«irtBents ! bow they ifotlow toe! , 
But ftay! there'snothwig—*— -'twas my erring Faqcy. 
' My 9c«fiS, with my Fots, confpirc tp Aufe mc. 
Who, who WoU'dbear a Briflg onfiich Terms, 
As only make it wretched?— *— What's this dyiogf 
It may be —^ifo— perhaps it ts ootTEfiaf : 
Is k to mit our Thought ? -— O ? if jt is, 
'Tiff BTifi fufficienr, wjrcn each Thou^t's a Paiff, , ' 
Why thicn fltou'd Mortals ftarltf ttius at Death? 
Gloomy indeed at the firit View it looks. 
And bUck with Horror like a.diftant Wood j 
But, entci'd.oncci it opens to- licw Scenes 
Of Joys untaftcd) unii^B;in*d Pteafores : 
Aod this can (hew the Way. IBoUs up a Baggeri 

Eater Eundla, 

EnH. My dexrcfr Facher ! 
Vr%at1 artri'dagainft your Life? 

Dw. ftWay ! away! 
Why Woud'ft tboa haite me lii^r thus id Tonnems? 
perpettei- Prfiafe^pwpttual Pyingit 
Better to dye at C6W vhea. ■ , ■ 

Man. O my Father f . 
If your owti Lile yod think hot worth your Giov, 
What -Aall, Witat can your poor Enngjia do. 
When you are gone? 

Din, O wh?t indeed! —My ^eart! 
Wo't thpu ftiU hold? 

Eim. Oive rac your Dagger, Sir. 

Din. Vet when I'm deaoT your Sufertngs m^yccafc. 
Yes, yet, they wijh *ti« me altme they hate,' 
} am the onlyCaufe of your Oppreilion, 
And this ffiall end it. • {pfftntoJhUe, 

D 4 £uj$. 
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£«». Hear 9ie ! yec hear me. -:■ . 
Suppofe Lycandcr^ Sir, When you are dead--* 

pin. Ha r what!. v 

Eun. Shou'd frize mc. 
Din, L« theVilhio perifti'.' ' ' '" - 
Hence with the Thought of Death: Til live to guard 
thee. [tbrvios away the Daggtr. 

Eaa. .Yes, live,- my Father, live j and hope for Joys» 
Some unexpcfted Bleffing yet may come . . 't 

To footh your Caresj and charm your Soyl to R^, . - 
Din. Stri&ty l*ve fearch'd each Corner oi my Mind,: 
Yet cannot find one Gleam ofLight within. 
But allis dark-T^darJtr-^k — and loft in Honor. 

Eun. This Sorrow fits too heavy qn your Spirits, 
It weighs 'em dowh-^O Anve to throw it off— — i ^ 

Bin. I dq, Euaefia r — r Yes, I do, ray Child j / 
I chide it from me— but it clings the clofcr : 
I reafon with't, but JR-cafon is top wca^ > . 
In vain I fcek to force it from my Thoughts, , 
For like my Shadow it purfues mc.ftill. > ' 

AS hadow do I lay ? O that it wer^j . . j 
^hac it vriTc bat i Shadow ! but 'tis real. 
It is fubftantial Grief— —'tis in my Heart, . 

•Tis fixt, 'tis rooted here— 7— here- 'tisdiftrafth^g! . 

Em. O do not, do not talk thus: think qfComfoirt! 
Din. And is it to be found in Thinking, thenB 
Ob no ! my Mindbas rang'd froni^houg^t to Thought 
From Place to Place^ to fcek it— — rbut in VT^in. 
At length it came 'unto' the Court of.Douh. 
In fuUen Majefty the Horror fat. 
Surrounded by a Croud of bufy Courtiers | 
Pain, Sickoels, Frenzy, and ten thqufand Cares. 
Dreadful he lookt, yet dr^eadful fmil'd on me, . . . / 
He frnird, and fent his Mioifter Dcfpair , . 

To tempt me in, with'Promife of Relief. ■ ' r 

Eun. Ye gracious Pow'rs ! ye GuartU^ns of tbejuft ! 
Attend a Virgin's and a Daughter's Pray'r ! 
O fhaV'r your Bleffings on piy Father's Head, • ' 
Infufc your Peace into his troubled Soul, ... i 

And let me be unfaajJjiy— ^— 1 can bear it. , ^ , . 

UigniedbyGOOglc 
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t)i». I'll in, and prty. — — .Confider,^od9,rni;oJd, 
Old, old, aad weak — I ntn uhfic to bear. " 
Lay me down gently in.Mortdit)', - 
Forgetting aod forgot. I|£RBr. . 

Euft, My trembliqg Heart! 
*Tis cpld, and Gck'ning wtth unufual Fears : 
And tho' 1 brav'd it fo before my Father, * > 

And check'd my Sorrows ; now, like troubled WaterSj 
Impatient of their Boun(l$, they rife, they fwcU, 
Bear down the Banks, and dduge all around. 
Ha! who is this! Pto:e& me, lave rae, Hcav'n! 

JEff/fir Lycander. . >. 

Lye. Why does the toTcIi^ft of her Sex retire. 
To Solitude, the Nurfcry of Grief, 
Shrouding her Brightoeis in Obfcurity ? 
What is the Caufc of tticftincefi^Qc Tears? " r \ 

EoH. The Caufe.' I have fuflicicnc for a Flood, ■. i 
Eternal Caufe to weep, when my poor Fathoc 
Is made a Prey to Violence and Rapine. - ' 

Lye. Your ^^eaft, Emefia^ is too. full of Sorrow*, , / 
That with their chilling Dsipps contraft your Heart. 
Nay, do' not weep. yet,lovcly are thy Tears! 
Come, let me lead thee then wqerc Joys Ihall court thep. 
Where Jots in circling Orbi fhall play around thee. 
Each Wifh thy rich luxuriant Fancy forms 
Shall be ihy own — — thy Father fliall be free. 
And thou CO fucb a ftate of Splendor rais*d. 
That Mortals (hall forget where they Ihou'd bovi ... 
;. And pay their ^ws to thee. .'. . 

tEua. Away! no more! 
My Soul dcfircs notfuch an envy'd .Height. 

I^. Cruet Euuefia! ^n'ft thou thus my Sight!- 
permit" me but to figK my Soul before thee. 
Will you not turn ? O turn ! yet frown not on me. , 
Will you. not fpeak?— — yes, fpcafc, but do not chide. 

me. 
Whcre-e'cr you look, you brighten all around j 
When-e'er you talk— — Jiow ravilhing.the Mufick! " 
Each Ue»rei liflensy gazn, pauts ^ith Raptures. 



'Smi. To mc, ffaere is tio Ma0ck in' fiftbPraNei 
'TisFlatrerf all,theF*ot*flpeiightaiidRtriii. ' 
If ought can add new Horror to yotir havt, 
!Tk tnat i but know, they are alike my Scorn. 

Lye. Scorn but ufurps that Pace, teoftir a Se«t 
For ought bet fmilt^ Love. Love rereb there, 
O let ic rcTel io tfcy Heart too. Come, 
Tfaou baft thy Wiihes, in thy Cheeks they gtdlf, 
Tbey fwell thy Lips, and fparj^e id thy Eyes. 

Eu». Infolent McHifter! 

Lye. I am all on Pire^, 
Each Look, each Touch eoflame me i what mnft theO| 
Whatmuft Eiyoyracntdo? O rapt'rous Thought! 
Come, let itt Sy to Ibme delig&tfol Scene, 
jShut out all Gares, and c?'ry thing— but Lore. 
We'll give a Loofc-to L'oVe, 'till F«cy fciftt. 
And each Defire is full— — ^""tin we diflbhc 
In EcftiCies, beyond the Stftteh'of Thou^Tit, 

Eua. Bafe and ignoble, to loiult tac thus ! 
To wrong that Ghaftky you ftai'not wound, 
With Words, that Moaefty inuft blufh to hear.' 

Lye. Hcfice with this NiCeoefs ! 

Eu». Sooner with ray Life. 

Lye. Come, yon inuft yield ; nay, *tis in vain yo« 

It is not in thy Power. 

Eun. It-is, to dye. ■'^^hsup/hs Dagger. 

Lye. What means that Dagger? What is thy InieoC? 

Eilti. To plunge it in thi j%eafl:, and at z Blow 
Prevent thy Violence, and aflfert my Ame. # 

Lye. Thou dar'ft not dye. . . » 

Eun. Not if I had thy Crimes. 
But' Virtue, when diftrdfi'd, can fmile at Death, 
And, as a Friend, embrace it. 

Lye. Come, *tis Folly j ' . 
Pcnrcrfenefs alt. - - . 

EuH. Touch me not, orlfwca^ 
By Paliasf hfvaj Fathei^S Wrongs, I frtear, 
*ITic Inftant thwi parfu'ft tlry Inlblenee, 
Tofirike-it.to»yHe»«; Yes, thou ftafr iSnd- 

L,.-:e.,,GiH>^«iaeo, 



WoKKMr wfacn amM With Virtp^ luov b^F^m'^ 
^at Guilt, or Shame. — Dvigca:^ m-pcaiih dteyacer, 
;Wich Miods more firm than impious Men likp dice. 

Z^f. New cheii, to Uy i% boafted Si>«ti^li (^ 
Mind, 
Uolelv thpu ^e^ my Lpire wit]) ia^t {>Ie^te^ 
*rhy p'ather 

£«». Hal 

Z^r.- Nay, do not Hart } *tH fotv 
Thou fQQO.fluUtrao'biiii uanbHog.<>aa^ca£Fo}«(» 
Ready to fall betwatlia ViUaia's Hm^^ 
Yes, thou m^r*ft iliii4<}4tt, for 'lia fist at Fate, 
pf ^^: jpQp ifaalt b«af tun la the Paagi of Dcaxl^ 
Atqidft b»i Tor ments, hear iiiai .caH on thce» 
Groaning .10 Auguifli, My ungratefub Qtild! 
Then.^ti; cbo« iepjlftt hftaty Head diil«ver*<^ 
His 3ody tumble ^vwicg on the .GFOuod, 
So worn wkhiAg^ k caawc iet^ for Life. 
Al^ ! fte feiats. -r— • 

How rwoet berBretUi I Sweet m ^thiM Gales, 
^hatcateli' the Odours, of the Fields they fan. 
Ha ! Yes ! It ihaU be fo. — Wiw waitJ tbcrt? Pi^eaJ 

, , lEnief AiitniSai. 

Convey her gently off. — Hufh ! mfike no N«%. 
Coorey her oflF unfcen, to my A4>arE^iK} 
Ti\e.NighrwiU£ivoory9u.-i-pa». gently, gent)^ 

\7hey bear ier off. 
How my Heart bounds ! while Loy4^ Defirc and^opc. 
In buly fportive Dalliance play icwiad it, ' {.M-x't. 

JBff/rt-jEfchyhis, SB/^ajfpr. . 

, J^» Cf^;'^ away ! by whom^ ,, • 

Jay. Lycander^ Sir. ' ■ 

^fc. LytMier! When? ... 
Jay. ^ now j this very Inftoat. . 
y«i know his Power. 

Mfc. Curfe on his^Powcr, an<i bjtat 
Whither will their Impiety extend? , 

WJieteiBilmiK^f K«iowshe^ov«ht«f this? 



Jiff. No^ Sir y he is within.^ — No, here hecdm«f! 

ji£/f. How fad! how mourofatV howdcare^d be 
looks! , . ..: :[.■ ., 

A &lleR doom hangs low'cihg on his Brow, 
And Teems the Entrance to the dreadful Care, 
Where Care and Sorrow dwell. ■ {£;»/ jfijloTf 

Enter Dinarchus. 

JDiH. V\\ think ^atn. 
Whore is my Child ! my Daughter ? jEfchyitu-f , 
How Ihall 1 bid ihce wclcotne'to a Plac& • ' 
Where Joy yet nwer cnter'd ? to a Place ■ ■ .- 
Where Horrors <»nly reign P — Groans are (for Mttficb^ 
And Sorrows our Companions. Where's my ChtId^ 

jE/e. Eunefia! ■■-:■'.' 

Din. Yes. — -What is the Matter P Tell me. 
Malice, I thought, had run her-£;reateft Lei%th^ - 
Tir*d with purfuing fuch a Wretch as I -amy 
Ha! thy Lips Ihake! Grief rollsabouc thy Eyef, 
Thy Bread too fwells, and labburt with ToeEte Sorrow j^ 
O Qoick unlade and tell mcl I« my Daug^terr— i ■ ' 

Mfc. Your Daughter! '. - . . . 

Dia. Ha! Death fits upon thy Lips, 
And tells me what I dread'} 'tis on ttiy Tongue^ 
But fay notlhe is dead. 

Mfe. My Friend, fhc is lior. ■ , ' ' 

Din. I thank the Gods fcr that— Where is flic 
then } 

Mfs. She's gone. 

H^. With whom? 

Mfc. Lyeaader bore her off, 
Unfecn, unh'card, by any but the Jaylor. 
O Heav'u, difplay thy awful Vengeance on Rinir 
Eternal Darkne& ftrike l^>on his Eyes^ 
And Horror on bis Mind. ' O let him livii 
Befccwith Poverty, with Shame, and Terror. 

Din. It may be fo: [IfildP^. 

Mf{. He heift not. 

Din. So they fay. 

Mfc. Wildly he fpeaks, and looks transfix'd Viih 
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0« it is as.I dreaded: 'Twos too muchj 
His Age muft linlc beneath a Shock like chis. 
Wf wait* there ? Help to bear him gently in, ' 

. Enter Jaykr. 

Din. Hal Who at thou? Lycan^erT Yes, Yish^ 
How like a Gorges/ — How he chills my Blood J 

Villain! —Ha! — Ves. — I'll kill him at a.Blow. . 

Look .'-he approaches me: Who holds me ihus? 
' Nay, do not ftarc i -— thou flia'not haveray Daughtcri' 
See! Jie g^ins at mc— O, my Heart! my Heard. 

iSinks into iErchylus'j j/rwiif. 
. JEfi: He'sfpent with PaiEohj bear him gently in^ 
.'Reft 6iay reftore his Mind. Look down, ye Gods! 
Pity his Age, pity his broken Heart. . [Mxeaiif, 

SCENE Hr. ■ An yipartmekt itt the To- 
, Uee of TimoleoB, lHarkkfid. A Table with 
■ a Lamp on it. 

Enter Timoleon. 

.^mot. There is no middle way.' I mult fubmit 
To fee my Country fink beneath Oppreflipn, 
Or end it by a Brother's- Blood.. Hard Fate ! 
Thou Fiend, Ambition! what Extremities 
■ Thoudriv'ft me to! 

Enter Servant, witb a Letter. 

Serv. From Demarijie, Sir. 

Timol. My MotherlScarcc two .Hours ago! left her. 
What are bet Orders at this Dead of Night? 
What bu(y Cares intrude thus on her Reft? 

Serv. Her Letter will inform you, Sirj I cannot. 
But when (he gave it me, flie figh'd, fhe trembled, 
And was all o*cr an Agony. 
' Ttmol. Juft Heav'n, 

Preferve myMother!' How is this? Retire. 
Good Gods! Bucftay, hcrc'smore!^" If you defign 
" Againftyoar Brother's Life, you ftrike at mine j 
" "I 



4« r i M O t B O N. : 

<« 1 btnifli yott that MoWenit from my S^ht 
« For ever r And may all the Gods concur 

•* With me to curfe you." ^ Wretched Tt^le»»i ' 

Curs'd by my Mothef ! Which way ffiall I Him ? 
Heart- rackiog Thought ! Ncyer to fee her roonf ! 
What fbali I do ? NattKc works ftmngly in me. 
While Virtue, and my Couotry, bid me ffrifce. 
l^itttn then to thy Country, and the Voice 
Of Virtue— ^bat— do I not ftrike t Mother? ' 
t cannot bear a Thought of wounding her j ' 
OrcfrMherPeace.— ^O thou ub-erring Mindt 
Thou Light Eternal! guide me by th^Rayj,- ' T 
Point out B Path, to Ind me thro* thu Maze» f 
Left I fhould blindly err from Virtue's Ways. J 
■ . - [Exit. 

,l7ffn0|>. So i wait wUfa<mr.— -Bnt hold— — i>i«rM^ 

attend me 
To-morrow, with your Friends : Now, where's this 

Brother? 
Not here ! Retired to Sleep ! It fhall foe fb. ^Drrnvs. 
The Stillnds, Darknefii, both confpire to urge rae. 
Reveo^ ! be thou my GoddeTs, Sxti my Heart, 
And guide my Hand to A&ioiu wonhy thee I 
Amazement! Whence that Voice? Beware, itc^M 
No body fees me, hears me. -^— Where that Voice 

then ? ■ 
Or, was there oi^e? No) 'twas lUulioadl! 

Why do I linger thus? Agaiol Beware! 

By Hell! I hetrd it plain. — ^-— 'Tis no Illudon. ' 
- Yet here is no on^ that cm fee, or know 
The Purpofe of my Mind. — What can this mean? 
No matter what -^— I was not bom to fear. 

[Gwigy fiaeis hadt^ 

1 hear it yet. Hollow, and di« we Sound, 

As Winds thro' Caverns nitfhiog : Whenoe tbiff 

Mocfe'ry? 
Can Fancy (for it is no more) can Foacy- * 

Curdle my- Blcod thus ? If t tury longer, , 
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t fhall be foftenM to a. Child. But, Ha ! 

Wliu insuiG dbuTrcD^l^naoCniy Limbs! O Horror! 

{^jfs be is geing, toe Glxjt of bis,Falbtr rifts 
itfgri him. 
Gbdft. BewuQ, Beware, BjCwtre TtswZfM's Deatb. 
Hear, mark, and tremble at thy future Fate. 
Vei^eance awaits thee i *cis thjr Father cells thw i 
Hear, and attend me.-— — — O, my Son ! repent S 
Repent, or feon thou wilt be donn'd to Tormract, 
To endlefs Torments, ncveT'CeaQng Pains. 
1 may no moie. — - Rodrefi thy Country's Wrongs. - 
Obftrre, Repeat, Redrefs. 

Etaer Timoleon -witb a tigbt, and Sword iraw». 

TiiHol. What Noife is this ? 
How! What! Ttm^batus/ my Brother here! 
Why are thy Eyes thus fixM i What iDotfis this Po« 

■ftute? : 

Thou loofc'il a very Statue of Surpriee^ 
As if a Light'ning Blaft had dry'd thee up» 
And had not left thee Moiftiuv for a Tear. 

tiiaop, Siirottd me ia DarJEods from that grisly 
Hprror, . . 

Thacghaftly Sight! 

Timol W here ! What Sight do you mean ? 

Tmop: Start from your 0%s, jcy £ycs, forget to fe^ 
Rather than fee ftich Terron. 

fimol What Terrors? . 

^imop. View hitcvl, 

Tmol. Ha! 

Sjtmp. Sec ! . 

Tmol. Whom? 

Itmop. Xook where the PiMiitom Oands, 
With hollow Eyei, aiu]— r D<^w», do not Io<^ thuf. 
\pbQft difappean. 

itmtt Tbcxe's notbinc I can,&e.-^~^ What mews' 
all this? 
This Vific ! and fo laiei A Sword too ! Drawn! . 
Aad QO the Groand ! ... - ■■■..'Tm fo^ I Tee k now ! 

Tmop. MufttfaeDc^fife tDiht£e?iRup.&M»? . 

The 



\% t 1 M L E on: 

The Living cannot— ^— What I lmoUisn\int\ ' '• 
' Ttxel. Truft" m^ ^mpbants^ riiefc Frighcsj thefe 

i Terrors, 
Are all the Attendants on-UAirpers Thrones. 
The Man who rifcs on hia Coamry'sil^ainj 
Lives in a.Cr<Mid of FoeSj himfelf the Chief: i 
In vain his Power, in vain his Pomp and Pleafuress 
His guilty Though^ thofe Tyrants of the Soul, 
Steal in unieen, and flat) faim in his Tnumphi. 
Wretched, diftrafting State! when ev'ry Objefl: ■ 
Strikes him with Horror, ev'ry Thought withFearb 

Timop. What doft thou talk ofFear? ^Tij notin 
Mortals . 
To make me fear. 

Tmol Nor yet in Shadows? 

^mop. Na 

A Mind &tigu*d, and fpent, may yield a ]ittle. 
But when rcfolv'd like mine, cannot be conquered. ' 

timol. Think yet, and btefi the Gods for thefe their 
Warniiigs: 
Think what it is to make a People happy, 
To fee fern fmite, and blefs you for the Caulbt 
. To fee 'em blefs'd, and owe their Blifs to you r 
What Glory! what Renown! 

Tmop. Their Happiocfi 
jb not my Thought, or Care : No I for my fctf 
I reign,. and they, like Slaves, fhall live for me. 

S'imol. And who would reign, on the meaa Ternis 
of being 
The publick Hatred, and the publick Fdar? 
If thou arc deaf to a whole Nation's Crtes, 
If deaf to Honour, and the Call of Virtue, 
Yet think, and dread the Anger o£ a People, 
Who fir*3 by Wrongs, and by Defp»ir provok'd, 
May rouze to Freedom, when a Leader calls. 
When once broke loofe, their Fury knows no-Botinds, 
But like an Hurricane refilllers faces. 
Sweeps ail away, and fpreads a Wafte' around. ■ 

•ttmop. The People's Furyj -as their Love, I feohK - 
Keep thy Advice, 1 ask.it qpt^ nor need it. ■ . 

Jme/. Why then this Vifit in the Dead of Night? 

Thy 
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•thy Sword too drawn? Thou fee'jft I.know thy Pui> 

pofe, .' ' . 

But know thou too, fimoUon can forgive it. - 

?jflro^, Forgivcacfs ! and from Uiec! 

Titml. Why not from mcr ' 
Who wrongs abocher, makes him his SupeTidr^ 
By giving.'him the Pow'r to pardon. 

^mop. Ha ! . 

Hjmol. Could'ft thou e'er tbink$ tbe-Profidence^ I 

., triift in, ■ 
Would not protca me ? Yes, Ti^banesi 
Were the uplifted Dagger poioted at mc. 
While I revere the Gods, the Gods will guard mtf^ 
Avert the Blow, and turn it on th' Affaffin. 
Mere, take thy Sword, and learn to ufe it better; '■ . 

Timifp: Thus then (ufeit. Stand on thy Defence. 
Thus I matntirtn the "Power I have affum*di 
For Empire and my Crownj aflur'd I ftandj ' 
That's the Difpi^tej'be this my ArsumenCi 
|^ow$ if I {brink for Fear, I am, indeed 
Unworthy of a Soldier's Name, like thee^ - 
Whom cv'ry Tear can foften into Weaknefsi' 

TfiKfl/.-If Pity on the Wrongs the Injur'd fuSer 
Be term'd a Weakncft, be it minct for know 
1 glory in it, none but Co\^ards fcoro it. 

Simop. Cowards! 

TtmoJ. Ay, Cowards. The Bravtf are ever tendefj. 
And; fcel'the Mifcries of fufiering Virtue^ 

Timop^ Away^ 'tis Fear; tby Soul ii Womui all. 
And ihudders at the very Thought of Dangers. 

^mal. Dangers! I've feen them in their uglieftFormfc 
Have fecn them unappall'dj: — ^1 have purfn'd them 
Thro' hoftilc Ranks,— where Death alone Would follow. 
Thou knowell I have:—— but this is boaftlog. 

TtnKp. True,' 
'Tis only boafting, for thou dar*ft not— — 

SSmok WhatI 

Simop. Thou dar'ftnot juftify thy foul Reproach^ ' 

y?«M/. Dare not! 

Trntp. tio, if thoudoft, come; on. I hate . 
Tiiis Female .Tongue- War, and will cod it thus. 
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JJ«rrf. Awa^,' alh M«fan4tt! 
I wo'not kill thee, tho' thou art ungratcfuK 

^imop. GoBttc oit 

TtAol. Hold jet. . . ■ . ! 

Ttmop. Art thou a MaH? 

Tiaur/. I «BL . ' , 

Have Paffions too, *iii ^ng^rdm ti> prfoWMi 

J/wof . Thou, thou ! 'tis falfc. 

3^*0/. I ^1 t&ei9 rile wnlani 
And firuggle for a Loofe. Down, down,.}teFieDa»i 

TfMop. Thmc(^ aeUbti^teTrtiKwI. 

7f«wA Hal no mbre: 

^iMH^l Ycsj thiJF— i-* 

yjjjw/. Forbear -^ — - 

Ttmef. Thou iri* ■ 

«*»/. By-^wrtheTfaubd'rer; 
Another Word, and FaK obeys the Caft. 

itmop. Thou ViBaia then! ' • 

?fn0/. *Tis ioid, and liias I MTwer. 

[Tlgr fi^bt. TimokoQ ^arm flfaWplMnay 

?nm^. Csnftlfiotif It^! Difarm'd! 

Sr?»fl/. 'thou art dilkrmlJ, ' 

Heav'n is agtteft tt«c, 'tis t6 Heov'n I owe tt^ 
What hinder* noW but that at etice I firaik 
Corintfs Oppieflioii, aod thy Tyn^B^ ? 

'Timop. Do it, and talk nor. - ■ 

Ttff^/. Dbcs fiot Vinue bid icf 
Do not my blcodtdg Country's Wrongi espoft it ? 
Do not IK crying Orphans^ figfc^g vyidows, 
And forro^ir^ Motiien?-^MoElierBl ka} BiyMotlier) 
She, only (he (brbidi. ^ f-^-f, 

TflBsp. Why this Dehor? 
Thou long'ft to fee me cfead, then ti^e thy Wi^. 

TVmoi. No, on my Soul I ^ itoc— O itty BFo^her! 
Heav'n knows, that, wi;h the Hazard of my Oi^ 
Thy Lift *'«il«»e» if Virtue wto*fil aflttw k. 
Here, take thy Sword } thy Attempt Upon myCi^ 
Is from tfiift Hoar fiprgot. 

fUnop. What's this I fccl? 
Ii it RemoHe?-^-^ Mo^ til twc cNt$ bat Sfeoffr ' 
■ -.,4% 

" uiriieobyGOOglc 



tobt oblig'd. 1 cjDDot bear the Thought. IJ/Jt. 

_ Timl. Once more, Tmophamiy kt me jntFeat. 
By all the Friendlhip of our youthful Yean, 
% all the DamcB hinging o'er th; Head, 
Think of the Crown unjullly thus ufurp'd, 
Think and rcfign it, and yilh (hat thy Sbamf . 

TiTX^. No mprc of ihatj It ruffles ne teo auch. 
Untunes my Soul, and ma^es it Difcoid. 

TmeL Hearme^ 
Yet hear mc. ^- - 

^tHop, No; 

rami. I beg tbeB, t conjure tSEe. 

Kindles anew af\H Approach ofpni "■ 

And buifts into a name; I muftbe gone 
1 leave thee then t? nsfaliw M lyWte. ' ,' . 
**»( H.'. - * -i 1. , ,•* iti2r*Tia»pS«niar; 
bleed ^ '' '"*' rrrOfiflf' fir he p^ft 

■T^^St^'?' ^fttefafe, 

Natah:,lie mil , , WPO* dJB?- 

And tbofi, Seduc ' 

Con™il!ion!W„, -e enffive mej 

My Country claitw hk »lt, cMims ev'ry Paffion, 

Hsr^iljefty heneefofdi bp aB n,y Thepgbt.! 

Tho with a Brotticr> fcjft, yat cheaply BoogM: 

ABd lay withTranfpott, tS«,the Cain Ifere mint. 
■ tie E«il of the fount 40y 
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SCENE continues. , 

Eater TaaoXeon* 

IT Mother's Fate depends on tbis } die tetis me, 

That on the Verge of Ifife jQie trembling 
ftands, 

Ready to plunge into Eternity. 

But then my Country.! flic's a Parent too. 
And can I fee Deftruiaion preying 09 her ? 
See Luft and Rapine waotpn in her Ruin? ■ . 

See it unmoved !■ ■ ■ — ■■ No, be thy felf, my. Soul. I 
l>et not the Voice of Nature charm thy Virtue, 
But ftand up boldly Co the Front of Pow'r, { 

And llrike Oppremon dead ; Corintb demands it. . . ' 

Enter Ortbagoras. ■ j 

Ort. ftmobon, rife to fave us and thy Country. j 

Fate is at work, the Tyrant's Friends are bufy, ^ { 

Whifpering they meet, and threaten vith their Smiles: | 
TJicy fmile but to defiroy. ' j 

TfMf)/. We will prevent them. 1 

T^mephanes remov^dy we cnrih the Faftton} 
The Head once lopt, the Limbs will ceafe to more. 
Enter ^fchylus. 

jC/f . 7*»w/i?ff», rife i aflcrt. wir Liberty, 
That Liberty, which with fuch ardent Zeal 
Our Patriots have maintain'di for this thv fought, 
For this they bled, and this we poorly lofci 
Gnfping it lies, and,fuc« to thee for Life. 

Timel. Sues it to mc I 1*11 fare it, the' I pcriHi. 

O 

UigniaO^, Google 



r/Qif-o L E K si- 

j^My SoullatM-for-this Br«lier-----^t«?ihuftfall. ] ; 
, ^fe. : Each MoineDt Fonooe fboots her poifon'd ^ 

Shafts,. 
Points ibeuif tx thee:— Maft 1 encreafc th^ Sorrows? ■ 

"Jhiil.'WhM is it? Sjleat, if k aflfcas my Ceuniry, 
So much I'm hers, her Sorrows .all are mine: 
If qie alone, why fp^ak, and I will bear it 
As a CortHfbMri, who fhoiitd olily mourn 
For Corinth's Miferies, for Cbritafi Ruin. 

Mjc. EUnffia/ ■ . # . . 

Itmf. What of her? Speak on, I beg thee, ., 

-My Spirits flutter at that dear lov'd Name, * 

Ready to take their Flight, if (hfc's in Pain.' ' ^ 

J^. Whiltf foopbing with her Smiles her aged Fa- 
ther, „ 
The pious Pair was torn awa y ■ " 

Slmel. By whom? 

^fi- Lyegnder. 

?pw/. Ha! Zyciiafer/ righteous Oods! 
But whither? know'ft thou? 

^fcb. To -the Tyrant's Palace. ■ - 

Tmol. I'll fly to refcue her. In the mean Time*, 
Kafte hence, my JEfcbylus, rouze up our Friends, 
\nd aniniatiS their Souls with Hopes of'Freedotn. ' 
iid them be ready to affcrt their Laws, 
rhcir Liberty.— Then meet us at the Temple. ■ 
iVhcro yoii, Oftbagoras^ go, firft prepare 
L private Sacrifice to Jove foprcrae, ' 'J' ;■ 

jit us by Qfierings and by-Prayers obtain ■ ' 

lis Smiles on our Attempt.-; T^'Tis an Attempt 

i*pr Life, or Death, for Chains, or Libeny. 

>CENE.Q. AaAfArtwemt in TimophanesV 
. , . 'Palace. 

MntsT Timopbanes. . , ; • - 

Brav*d by a Boy ! but he has mcc his Face, 
Ice the Rewan) bis AfroMpcc dcferv'd. t^.oo'jlc 

Ej , Thus*^^ 



Thui all, who dwefait AWt tt> dwdtnyPo*^ 
Shall bt^ed for mif lUveiiM^*-^ fimtim tabl 
1^3 VirtBcs ave me, but w FrioBb •*« IfchHi^ : 
The common Herd too dote upon hU FoUicfii ' 
Tt> ^ke imn t>fFy yet &c6 de^om ththiuotl 
It nHkft b:e tbw^t Dn*r-r<-Ii9at b; Bmftt he*s IibM! 

J^i!^, Tiioolepa, ' 

fimol. T^mpimtsj, DVi only ^« 4 Sffothnry 
But as a Friend ; fpmf) m tnjtir'^ ^f^Qf}-- .j, >. 

Tiaw^. A Friend! 'tis true, thou cwft f»I^(M (o 
mucbf 
Thou common Fiiend I 

Tm»l. To'lf^MKjc^iee ud Vivtm 
I would be oacjt and thcic£t»<e agi I CMKHb; 
Where is Lycander? where that larking Thief, 
That bafely robb'd DiaarJms flf bis Pw^W 
That ftole the only Jewel you had Ttn biw?; 
.Where is £«w/fl? 

fimaf. Here,!Wkflin.£b4teWtU«t, . ■ . . 
Safe from thy Pow'r, and lodgM imb Mtnr F«t«|di. 

?//si7;. Dar'ft thou tbca ovoi »fcm (wik meofeflW 
Grimes? 
Thus triuB^>h'ia variety of |1>? . .u .. ■'. 

And yet net ibrinU at over]; LigbAnifig> V\aAf: 

Tipof. I tell thw, I will jttHtfy my D««diH 
The Traitref>,'^s confpw'd agawft «ly Lif?. . . . 

Tmol. She! ^9 fonfpvw swutkft.t^ hiSe.\ Q\ fl«, 
Th9U canft not tell ^wfr g^tticT^ Naittf&is. - 
ThdF thou ha^ wToiig'd JvcFubciy ^UBtkf vtfongM 

hiai)* - _.-- 

She only impoftHtt^ the {SedsifQriiiri^ . . 
And fcarce would curfe the Author of his Woea, 

rtmf, -Ttf/falfe* ^ B«bft iil^ir^y,.! &kia. 
Accountable unto my felf alpno. . 

Timl. What! koow'ft thou not (he* is ftm&heii'i 
Love? :■..■- 

My lace-contra£lcd 'Bridie? b^ thoii hot heard 
How much my Sbfat ia-«rjipt'b^ lb l^iUjllify 

Timop. Yes, Welti kti(W,''3k<t')Rtagbl«>«»wy9%M. 

True, 
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. True,' ibe djfl*eii^le> jLov^- byt to jfeewe 

T/flw/. Ittjsloribus Man > O ! m'ufi I qtU t^ee Bro- 
ther^ • ■ . 

Tho ail xkifi Teiigitf^cilMaliiic j^if) ,fsi^h Jbhos* 
yjKy cannot $x o^ ^,i WOFf.tMf f*^** - 
,Of i^i^ake »c da^t. The Empire of the World 
$bc ^rould d^:ge,' ii^v-4 ^f J^i^ Vi^tQC. 

<74f«^. $^Kx.-tblM^ Wile doV>qp|^ a ITof u 
'Ooferve how far % 1^95^9**'^^ wH i^way i)W> - 

Witb aU thofe j^ow, ->t|iqfaall:tfau%Qrc^ ^ 

Thou fondly think' A iKe trcafurec^p.for^tliBO. 

.?M^/. ^Mlectw^ f^D^.QtDcc^ will .con feCs .^bqe juft. 

7«sif^. But on ^f^^cxjp^ii tlutC^ftruc jdiou own 
^if.:Pov'r, 
And jqip to finn^fv it, : . 

3jar^. W:tiac 1 tur^ a T^itor J 
Baifcly betray.^ Cbwnti;)r:aad mylilQiKtUf !. 

^mop. Yaw Hoitqfir ' VoUrwy ltv« citcird*^ wilb 
it, ^ - , . . 
JE^oy your Uhw> i^^qd rr^ — T 

TTiw/. Bea Villian! No. 
^pTv liflMy ^ Itattfe.^nc f!(feffn«at.on it; 
Xho\in¥.^£att bangsand.doccs yp^o her Beauties^ 
1 would not buy'hcr Lift on fucS Conditions. 

^im»p. Then to Lycandtr I refien her Charms: 
ypv tiM* fij«i« fei^^i**^ WW^w '«nr 
Shalt fee himinber ArvH- 
- yjjM. Di^wftiog T^nghc! ,. 

Tfflw/. Seefai^fCQinsfufe bis Soul lit ever; Kifi, 
At every^ijU^ Mr t^t^ vLifn; tmrn pale, 
As angry to be prcftj tben.bldtUt^fwell,. 
-WiUi easer'.Wimiw<.c».beipnftii^n* 
Shalt fecljiip-*—^ - . . 

7'imol. No: The Cfeda «b»« hayc Po«er, 
Will:fiw»rbcr VifMie, aod avenge fuch Crimef, ^ 
' '0Mf4»-^ LpMc twrttolibein tbci^ ihe wiU cfaank t^ 

*■.■-■- ' " '■iE'a ' ,-. ■ ,a«w/. 



56 TIM L BO K 

Sim^. O my Emeja/ how flisll I prcfcrve thee? ' 

pmop. Ha! Yes» while he is bae,-^ it flwU be 

done. ■ ■ - .. - 

Where is Lyeander? id the Grove, perhaps \ 
Fberoa and be. — —True, I will feik him therey 

The Time ptefeots it felf- I'll feizc it then, 

And fix my Empire in Tmokot/s Dewh. ^4^^'' 

I [Eot/ Tiinophai^^s. 

Tmoh Can I refign thee ? yet,- 'tis for a Caofe 
Thenobleft,^— lisaGaufe, — refign thee!— ha! ^ 
Eunefia, no, I will fccure thy SafetJ. 
Bac how! — What Shriek is that ! it founded fointly 
Ai in a diftant Chamben Til fly, and,---^Heav»ii? I 
what's here! ■■■■•. 

TJs be is going ml, fees A diad Body in tbt next 
. Room,- fidrts hack in furprhu. 
Diftraflion to my fight! a Woman ! bloody! . 
Dreft like Zunefia! Dead! heart-racking Sight! 
My Blood is cold u Death had check'd its Paflige. 
Another Look will ftiffen me to Marble. - 

pead, my Eumfia f what can Fate do more •■ ■ - 
Again that Shriek! is Murihcr bufy ftill ? - 
But I will flop its Rage. O my Emefia! \ExH'.: 

SCENE in. The Scene dfaws and dippvert 
Lyeander affd/Eunefia, who firu^les'to g^t 
from him. 

l^c. Come, comcj-thifling'ring- bat provoke* Defire, 
And ExpeSation keeps me on the Rack. 

Eun. O Sir ! if Fame has any Charms to pleafe. 
If Virtue is not'quite cffac'd within you. 
If e'er your Soul could know what Pity was. 
By Pity, Virtue, and by Fame I beg. 
Nay, by youi-Lov^, ifevcryetyou lov'd. ' 

Lye. If ever yet I lov'd! Y«, yes, Eamfia^ 
1 love to all the cxtravagance'of doting: 
I ficken for thy Charms^ thy .w.(^drous Cfaanw ! 
Come then,myPair,< — .And thcAjart fair, by Heav*n! 
[WhatEyes are thcK?— How pointed is «acb<i|laoce.! 

L)i.-raM>,GOOglc ' 
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O (hey arc Calls to Lqve.-r^Thorc hcavjag Brtjft^. 
They beat Alarms to Joy. 

i?»». Detcftcd Wretch! 
Are there no pitying Gods will deign to five me! 

Lye. TJie,Gods may envy, i>ot prevent ray Joysi.- 
' In vain you plead, your Angerhas itj'Charms, 
Fires me a-aew, and urges onto Con^cft. 
Comply then." 

£«». No: To Death! win rcfift. . + 

And welcome Death, that fr«es me from your Power. 

Lye. Death! yeS} but thou fhalt dyo withiq jfieTe 
. Arms, _ . 
Shalt dye away in Raptures. 

£«iv. Heqce, thQU Monller!. ~ ^. 

What can I fay ? my Soul is all Diftraftion, 
Lofl: in the Whirlwmd of my Fears. Ye Gods! r. 
Look down, avenge me on this brutal Ruffian: 
Seize him, ye Fiends, aod bear him hence to Torments 
Hoe as bis Soql. 

Lye. Abd doll thou curfe me then? 

Eun. Curfe you! may all— — 

Lye. 'Tis well. 

Eun. O noj forgive, 
Forgive this frantiirk Kagej fofget, difdain. 
Abandon, hare, do any thing but love, 

Lye. Hate thee ! irapolJlble ! J feel thee here* 
Pant in -my Heart, and revel thro' my Veins. 
Hate thee ! 

Eutt. 1 beg, O ! on my Knees, I beg. 
Forbear a Violence, that finks me down 
Below the meaneft Wretch. O fpurn me, kill mC) ' 
But do not kill my Fame: 

Lye. O, rife! 'lis I, 'tis I alone muft kneel: 
In fofteft Ac<fents \ithifpcr-your Confenc, 
O breathe i^Ecntly as a' Weflcrn Breeze, 
To allay the'tfury of a Noonday's Sun.. 

Eun.- Noj.Monfterj' here for ever will Hye, 
Nor fliall you drag me heocc. 

Lye. Nay, then I muft. 
By Pow'r I'll bear you to your Happinefi, 

Br 



By Force -- ■ '■ - 
Emf, Di&n&ion] Heav'n! help ajc, {braeOo^! 

(yufi as hi has ira^d btr toKorJs tb^ Door% 

MM^ ItfMtlcon, 
fimdt. tta! Villtan! hnpioMs Ruffian ! laofe your 
flold. 
\^ey Tight. t.'aatfiirifejahdfaHdsffmkU^. Ly- 
candcr /fl//t. 
Perifli, thou Villain I and thy Hame lipr evfu: ! 
Jg«W>/__-L— MwSoiIl! ; 

^»«. My Love! ' ' , 

3m!w/. How my Heart bounds wUfa Jays lacfbie m* 
known. 
To find thee lafe, and. chin^ that, I hju^e f^vMthee! 

Em. O my 'Timolem! yet 1 tremble ftilL 
With Fear I view the Storm I have cfcap'3^ : 
And fcarce can think I'm fefc. ' . 

7Ji«rtf/, Yes, my Delight! 
Here in there Asms thou ihalt be e?cr (afej , 
Shalt ever find a' Refuge from thy Cares* ' 

Eun. Will not this jurtify my FaffionXor .thee? 
tt wilU and I will love thee to (hat heigjbi;^ 
That the moft tender of my S6c {hall woiiaer^ 
And think my Love rohiknticfc.^^— Were Madktodi 
Were they like thee, how happy were our Sex! 
Each She, delighted wit^ her generous Lord,, 
■ Would qilit btr 'Vaniiy,' her Pride, her Foily^; 
Arid fix her every Joy in him alone. 

Tmol. ThduPlatterer!^ — ■buthdld! isrfi&aPIaoe^ 
A Time for Love ?i^- — Npi— — mjf Mmtfiaf qo^ 
This Sofrtids mtift not fteal mc from tbe Care 
"' Of Liberty and Corinth^ 
Eun. O Itimoleort! 



Eun. My Father! 

Tmol. *Tis for him arid'Libjjily. 
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ifiuw » Stnmt. 
Sen. Fly toKd, «r Ixrdi % with ihi &ir A>- 

S5iot/. Ha! Who art thou? 
ffrv. A SetvuK ef i^ Ikfilg'a;. 
}7Qt of hit Cruetty. 

^»rw. The fiuac my-^ord, 

Kmo;. My Fatho'S w«ay -%«. . ' : 

I<(boyght thee hotlcft. ' / 

imTSo wffl 1 prt>«e tiij ftrf. 
I i»iho rcftVJ li) a-M Ue ftir S"n*!'»i 
Or fell io lilt Aittiaft. ■ OS^'&ur^—-' 

f!iiw7. Well; ■ , ■ ■ 

^tr. Is dead} my Lord' - 

7/iM/. Dead! 

fmi. Yn, MH'd tvitcKfag, 

Ian/. Thou brave, thsa nrtnoiu Youth I Dc*^ 

_ my Olmtbu:.' 
Tlw Fate wqiiires tmirS Tmk than Tima »B»w». 

^/rv. Stn^ck with Amaze and Horror attkia Doath, 
fhc-lowty^ ttr:CJfl«*-i— * 

T^mo/. Ha ! Go on. - 

Sirv. Plunging a Poniaid in her lovely iBmlh 
Ciy'd out, My Brother! - — Yes, te Death I /oUo*. 
!<<««, 4'ynuH, 6to tky S'Uift of Blood wiik aiw> 

JSsff. Is ihe dead too ? 

f «>«. TM &ta) wasute &rtil». 
In yond'^partmcnt lies.tb«.biMdfilg Viftiro., 

27a(o/. I thought 'twas thee, my l»*fa j diflftiAlbl 
Thought! .■ . 

Txhiak oat my Fbwer on Barih ean^tan, 
WImi Htatll Itts nutde ilm it^dilliaglIiftl'd Cara 
,' .^IWi.'MyiHearE Snjs Mim, Ipito of my boiOtd 

Courage, 
And tells me, wti«Rl$l|»«!»M't Ijifa'SiCttKtntI, 
1 am > WeBKM ili^— >~Tto0otl^f«n>»tKee!l 

L),,^a^b,Goo«; Heaven, 
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HeavcD, for its Votary, will furely rife, 
For the World's Sake, prefcivc its noblcft Prize : 
Firft, in the Patriot's Lilt, thy Name fliall /hiae. 
The Gain be Cmntb% and the Glory tbibc! '. 

[Extaa$, 

Enttr Timo^haocs, witb Jtttndtmts. 

^mop. What, no vherc to be found! Where then 
is Pbtron ? - , 

Go, feck him out; be cone. Ha! Who is tbii? . 
The Garment of Lycanderr Ves, 'cisbe. 
Why have the envious Gods thus torn thee from me ? 
My I/ife's Companion! and my Throne's Support! 

Ill can I fparc thee now. Within our Chamber! 

Dare Treafon enter there? Datiination! Pkeron/ 

Enter Pheron. 

Behold, your Friend lies welt'ring in his Blond! 
Who was the Cauic of this ? 
Pbe. My Lord, 1 itnow not. 

^mep. Find out the Murd'rer. By my Crowti ' 

-.' I fwear, ... 

,With Racks, with Tortures, I'll repay his peath! 

Pbe. Unlefe Ttmoleen ■ 

Simp. Ha ! 
■'Pbe. ^nuieottrSxT. 
Jtmop. Say'ltthou?. — Furies and Plagues ! it muft : 

behe. ' 
Pbe. This In[tant,.as X eoter'd here, I met him 
Conducing out a Woman vcil'd. ' 

Srtwp. EuKeJia/ ^ . . . . ■ ' 

Pbe. So I believe, my Lord. 

Timop. Retire, and leave us. [Exnat J^tindMts'^ ' 
What would'ft thou, Pheron J to aveqee thy Friend? ' 
Pht. I'd ftab your Bi;other} at the Altar, Oab hiip. 
Before his Gods. . > 

Jimop. *Tis juft j nor Aiall they &ve him. 
P^. This Mom, I hear, be offers Sacrifice, .-- . 
In private too. 
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Tfvtop. Fly to the Temple thenj 
Prom Danger, in Ttmoleett^ free thj^ Kin^, 
And ihQU (halt be my Counfellor, my Friend. 
I fo'ttn will follow to fiipport thee. [_Ex. Phe.J So> 
. If PherM kills himj 'cwilJ be thought Revenue,' 
Revenge for his Friend's Death, f can difcUim it, . 
Nay^ punilh Pbtrott^ to aippcafe the People, 

■ Then, in Security 1*11 fix my Throne, 

And-ftiH the little Tempeft, bya,Frown. " t^W 

SCENE IV, A Temple, witb an Altar, 
Orthagoras, and other Priejfsj flandby it,- 
^ A Seltmit 'Strvice of Mufick. 

Ort'. Almighty Sire! Parent of Gods and Mehf ' 
Attend propitious to thy Servants Prayers ! 

£»/«• Timoleon. 
Tmel. Almighty Sire! Parent l)f Gods anij Men! , 
Jove Eleuiherius / Liberty's Aflcrtor! " ■ 
Attend, propitious to thy Servant's Prayers! 
Accept thcfe Offerings for my Country's Freedom. 

[Gees up to the ^Itar, and makes bis Offeringl 
Ort. That pi6u» Youth ! Ages unborn fliall wonder^ 
. When they fliall read upon Record his Name, 
WhO) in his Bloom, fcarce ripen'd inrb Man, 
Can thus ncffiled his Love, contemn his Eafc, 

■ And make the Imereft of Mankind his own. 

Exttr Pheron. 
Pbe. Revenge, I now wiH make thee fure \ he kneels. 
fimol-^jlfter Ofering,ktieels,with em Handoa the Altat"^ 
O thou fupreme Difffofer of our Fates ! 
In thee I tnifb) O, guide me by thy Light! 
That I may merit thy Protcftion here, 
By giving Peace and Liberty to Ctrinth. 

, [^jts l?heroB*s Hand is advane'd to ^ah Timokonf 
be is Bird by Dinarcbus in Di/gmjii -wbo enters 
at That Afimte. 

■„„,..G0C„K «*• 



Pie.' This for my FHeod tlfsifllitr. , ■ 

i>j». No, tbquVilltua} , 

Here end thy Munhcn, uul tbyUft idoctnet. , 

1mm;. ^surtm 'P-l Wi»t Noit u-thu? Wwt 
meaos this Otur^gc? Hit! 
Will Murder entei here ? Who, nhoiirtAos? , 
That thiis halt ia'i to ilaio this Flacc with Blood ? 
Yet Itand'ft thin caln, and BoipinU'dr Who arc thou? 

iHt- HeavVs laSmmiwi:, to puuilh bafo AIMia, 
' Tmd. Afliffiml 

Z)/g>. Ycsi Tuch is the Wretch Kn cbert. 

TtnoA Pberont . ^ - 

/>)». The^wc. Up-lifted, wai hia Araii : 
Ready to pluoge that Pooiard in thy Breall i 
But Hear'ii,TflliH/r»«^ watchful for thy- Welfate^ : 
Seitc me to favtf tbecf aad iaithce, n^y Couocryi. 

Ort. But who m thou? Thy Cgwntiy't f lianb< 
aie thine, , ^ 

Di«. View me, nd know tte'fcr -^-^ 

•7«w;. Diwrcbtn/ Hal 
It'cpoffible? Myfiiat! MyFaihoitw! 

Dm. Euufia ihea. ir.lA& ^ 

7i«iii<. Yes, Sir, flu ia. 
Much Ac hat 0>£S»'d > bat ibc Tate'dtoo loi^. 
For Oi my Soul WDFKabuQlf wkhia - • . 
'To fcaow wliac Pow-Vyouf ,Ffe«da«i has pnou'dv 

Din. My Jaylosj of a T'aatpemHd aad gftoitr . ■ 
(Who, aa a Mao, cab pitywhit-Meo feel, 
And fconu to tnd» in ttB JVSi&ed'B T«ns> . . 
Was mov'd by my Diftrcfs, and on a Protaife, 
Soon to return, and -keCp my idi di^is'd, 

PcraaitHd jyEfcliie. Sa i alt td (hiiyaiit^ 

I best ny Stepc, MOlr'd t> £>e aiy Datigliier f 
Wlen paffing by t»e Tcmpie, i porcctr'd 
That balF) that Woolly i'totutni'rfne in. : 
Wild at the ii^m, wiA amtfiaMi tSgt 
1 fbllow'd hira.---> Tin Kdihireiwft tttitut 

Jlij Thi«e ■> Ik. W*l^ O^f he tline th« 
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Eater ^fchylns, 

£fi. TbeTimc, Timoletn, caHs for oUr Dilpitcli; 
Our Friends are up, impsticnc Fa^ their Freedom, 
PaottHg foe LibertjF. Some I bwc p«fie4 .. - - 
To fc^ i watch upoti the TyrucS 06«i;re% 
Others are witciog M ocmveniciU. diftaoCf» 
in little Panlcis, to preveaE SuTpictOiu^ 
And MiR^ foe the Won! 

Tku. Sft^iE wiH I head lhetn» 
And lead them on to Liberty or Death,' : 
For wh^c M Lift: wubow It? LSxnyl 
My Soul buroB ia tAe K the glorioM CaU. ■ . 

jBfi. A Spy I btve vtttiin the Tynoi'S Palai^ 
Who brings bm Woid he'« cAmiog » tfce Temph^ j 
With K»gp Indignaat fbr fooie UteASr^urt , . r 

He threats DeftrB&ifitt at each Look anNHOff. 

Din. Hett is he ceaiog!. snuteaded coo| 
Here tec us llay him then. 

TttK. What! bcx6tDin»rdmr ■ . , 

Shall we defile this holy F«Btt with Blood t 
More Blood ? and bring Pollution to tbtc Alor JF . 
Let H) love Cerinth^ yet revere the C^tbt. 
Let us DOC tcti^t the iNuhful Bcks of Jnt^ 
By turning to a Staiighier'hoQ& hit Temple, 

Oft. 7^utlemi.na: Ueav'o will approve the D(^ 
What can we offer to the Gods, cnore plca^ng 
Than bafe UUirpen, Fdes t» then us^ Vtffue? 
What can ve facrifice to Ja^M iSfire proper. 
Than Luft, Infufliie^ Qrueliy, anti Rapine ? 
One Tyrant's Bloodife a more-gratofud Off'fiqg- 
Than dvonlfinfl Hcmeote.— r-*- .And bar^! the 
Thunder {{ttimitrii 

Rowls from the Right, ratpulioiM is thetimfii, 
Jeve we Mctfpt it,, jFtwieoofirms- ny Won^ 

^m But]K(,s}r Frisads, Ucttte iathts prsvail f 
Vec'try ykb me the -power »£ foft Pct^nafion. . 
If he is dnf ID tbU, 1 fli^e U«i up )■ > 
Strike tQcn for Liberty, not fgar CUveoge. 

Think 

' L)i.-raM>,GOOglc 
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Think he*s a Tyrant,- bot remember too, 

He is Ttmoleoh's Broihcr. —7 — Sec, he comes. . 

EnifT Timophanes. 

V J}mop. Ha ! is he living : PBeron, thou art Alfc 
Timal. 1 hope, UltiK^battiSf thou com'ft prepu'd 
To expiate ihy Offences by Contrition. 
Suppliant to beg ForglveneG of the Gods, 
For all the Wrongs, thy injur*d Country fuSen. 
tiaop. Thou Talker ! hence, ud mingle with thy 
Priefts! / , 

Tbou art ft TooI« fit for their mean Defigm^ 
Unworthy of Ambition's nobler Views. 

TimoL If nothing but Command will gratify thee,. 
Q6iqffland thy Country's Armies — = — not her iJtws/ 
Art thou fo fond of Triumph ? Triumph (heri 
Over her Focs^ not o'er her Libentes. 
Tiiitop. iThpu Preacher ! '■ go praaifc thy Elo- 
quence 
On Foolsi they wilF admiring liften to thee, ,' 
And give thee the Applaufe tbou wtnt'it. 

^^ Will nothing, 
Koihing then faoth the Fierccnefs of thy Mind? 
Nothing prevail on thee to clofe the Wounds. 
Of thy poor bleeding Country? will not Virtue?— ^ 
■ '-TtroBh Will notthe Voice of Nature? wilinotHo- 

nour? 
Will riot the Prayer of Man ? 
Ort. Nor fear of HcaVcn ? 

Timop. Ha! what, another ? am I to be baited ?~-^—« 
But ytf Ihall find a Lion in the Toils. 

Oft. Full of thy Fate, Timopbatiti^ I fpeak,: 
Hear the • Decree of Heav'n. I 

Timopb Away, thou Dreamer ! 
Hence with ihy idle Prophecies!^ Nor thou, 
Kor all thy Gods, fhall make me chauge my<FAT><>ie, 
In vaiB your Omens, vain are all your Threats, 
Their Pow'r is loft <m me! StiU I'm ray felf, 
Timopbanesy your Lord. . , 

Ort. I tell thee yet, 

D„.:e,b\:,OOg\C 
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The Gods uplifted Vengcancp Jjacgs ipipewjingji 

Ready to fall, and cnifli thee into^ujn. 

£H ■ liliiifc wbit c^ruifl W«s will be t/iy Doom, 

,Wbft9 !mMti|)£ furies fV^d riii:f9midiiig fiends 
Shall hoigbtfli iM^ thf Horrprs of tfiy^irjd. 

TfwMp. Since chou h'aft'fb^ndtljy uljl^ing Wjisi/ivaliU 
Bring'ft thou thy Frieqs?? W pJrewiJ j?^S from nyr pQipel-» 
My Royally ! ' 

^mol. Thy ill-got. Jl^^tjr, 
Thv Power aCiifflVj Bfl< g'f 'OJ t^^X vCurp^iJopt r 
-*mnk'.of rhp <U«»d/(il Cafes ip wjjjc^ it ifvp?. 

Mfc. Tbittkw TKh¥?W>»vIl4tp.aD2ei>'tise«pos*di 

Ort. Think of the Infamyit leaver ^tjjpd. 

Ttmol. Whatare its Pleafufcs^Thc/ v? C^fecrs alii 

jfi/f. What areitsTrophips,-b^t theXparsqfVirrue? 

Diw. ViHt %fe it? Titl^s^ Parridae, and Tyrwit! 

Ttmnp- Ha! yhp^ft fjiov? But J yjl] Ipendye all^ 
Will make 3« JkoOFs .vid owfl yicftr ypur Ring. 

On. TKow/ce'^ft 'w 41,jq »?*¥»• i#^'f '^ Ti'P9ie<>«* 

#fj»p/. A Mifluis ;l(w«fr. 
, Ym fee, T^iuv!)^;, :Wi&old thc(e Tears, 
Tiuiy fall few ibrtf. ; , 

7/wfl(). TlioB-Wooaji' l4efpK='i^cgi* • ' " ' 
A& i Jo thflf i _ ■ - ( . . 

y/m^ l.hPCgtii(Fi..t;cpniyi^j;W* ^ 

Make fome Atonwififtt to thy .fti^ffifl^ Coyr)tf^j 
Yet do. ie wbile'tiS in Piir Ppw^ "fo five thfc. 

7/M*/. Your power tp /^e me ! $y piy ^iajcfty| 
ybc Wrongs yeu oifer it y9U Hiftll repent, 
Shall ail «PGW. Rtyjfie.gp jche^p, py Rcvepgij. 
V ifitttU. I b^ thee, by a Brother's Love/ 

Titnop. Away, 
Thou fcrvilc Fawner! hang not on my Robcj 
Think'ft thou I'm to be fofcen'd like a (jir), 
By Tears, by P^ay«r«?' fiftlfh^e^ at thefe, 
As well as Dangers, ^ttX^ itlj^e ifnmov'di 

Timol. By FriepfjfhipJ 

T^mop. Hence ! '- 

ToHol. By Glory ! 
^4^/*. By Virtue 1 

L)i.-raM>,GOOglc 
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^tkot By thy Country ! ■ ■ ~ 

Ort. By the Gods! 

Tmol We do conjure thee,rave thy felf audCsrriitffc 
Tmop. Be gone, or by the Fire within my Breaft 
Twill rage to your UDdoiog. Hence ! or cue 
This Inflant is your Death. 
Orti Can nothing move thee? 
JEfi. Is all-in vam? 
timol. Igive thee to thy Fate. 
LUiernl Freedom !• — - O^mopbaniii 

[ffere Timoleon ibrtms bis MantU ever his Faett 
wbile the otbers difpatch Timopfaanes* 
Din. Liberty! 
JEfe. Freedom! 
Ort. Cerintb now is free. 
Din. Tyranny bleeds, Oppreffion is no more^ 
Such ever be the Fate of lawlcG Power! 
Such be the Fate of Violence andRawne! '" 

Ort. Such ever be the Fate of bold Ufurpers* 
Mfe. Such be the Fate of Parricides and Tyrants! 
Ort. Ambition, thnu art fallen. Remove me 30117. 
His Crimes and Coriitth'i Woes be bury'd with him.. 
Support fimoJeoa. View that Godlike Youth, 
Who weeps the Brother, tho* Le flew the Tyrant* '. 
See what he bears for Virtue uid his Country! 
O let us emulate his great Example ! 

Ma^ we like him all Self-Afi«&ioh fcora, 
Thmk we are only for our Country boni ! 
When Freedom calls, forget the Ties of Bloody 
And fix our Intcreft in the publick Good. 

{Eittunt Owtf$0^ 






E P I L O G U E, 

As it was written by the A u T h o h. 

'VIT fflClIef ye all will take the Mtbor's Part? 

' ' For MM, / vow, I bate him at my Heart. 

To fiock the Ladies with bis filiby Rapes f 

lord! -bow ibefe Poets draw us into firafest - 

Tofucb a Pitch of InfeUnce tbefregrown^ 

iVe Women fcarct cm call our — - Souls our own. 

Welly poor Peooe bai a lUfferate Lover^ 
*Twas a fad CeafliSf^-^-'hut, tbatii Heav'n/ 'tis over: 
Nay,— ^- frown hot. Ladies,- — make tbe Cafe Jour own, 
Wbat could fhe do?—-EbI~fVbat would you have done t 

3%at fbe fbould e'ertonfeia! Te Pow'rsf^biditl 

iVtfj-r-iwri Mttckbech, — you cannot fay fbe did it. 
Tet, when from Friends removed ^ fucb a Difiaatt, y 
jSftrong Gallant f much Love, and no jfffifiance^ ^ 

Tt^tbf fbe iefi boSrine then was No$hre_0dnu. J. 

Sure, Uwas afprightly ^ge,tbatfameofQtotca\ p 
f^ft^ from thence our Author drew his Pieces ^ 

^ Rape taufi ever inaki a fine Difirefs. J 

Tour Sttk Greeks (as old' fifprians tell us,) 
Were always held a Race of pufbing Felldws. 
Aforwa/rd Lover much the Joy enhances, 
And faves fend Girls tbe Trouble of Advances,. 



Ahi that hU Man v/iU he our t)arlinxjjli, 
U^o dares to pUafe tts,—r- tiki' againft oar ^ilj, 
ffby then -were Balls j JJJhnblieii Opera's madt? 
Pf^ere tends Quadrille? And -where the MafyaeradeT 
*TfS Ibtje ^Uke Low a Jong laborious Tradt. ' 
IVbat needs futh OgUHg? ilndfacb iJle Cbatf ' " . - 
, 0^en each well knows what toother w?«i^ ie at f 

But thus it is in this frail Age of ours, 
WbiH Petit;. Mtiitres undertake Amours % 
Tbefi taffo^ ^outhig j^fi eome airoadfVem fPedniitg^ 
Are always ^luad'ring round ahout tSe Meaning. 

Stay,- — - /if/ me looky- — '0 ) tJer'e are none hut ^ti^ 
^gfucb,tur Author riadily fuhmits. 
To you^ ye Fair, bis Mufe refigns her Caufe, " 
ffer utmoft Qlory is your kind Applaufe. 
Ih you approve? i%en etery i^fght' appear^ 
^Md view your Piifufe tn E'uacfi* hfe* ' 
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THE 

E P I L O G U E* 

As it was fpoketi by Mrs. OL^PlEfD. 

WJ -E AZ, Sin ) wht-e'er may take our JuthsrU Pari^ 

*' For Me— — • I evm l bate hirH dt mf jffear:. 
ff^at / Jhotk tbe Ladies witb bis odious Rapes, 
jtnd drtm the Virtuous into Jittby Serapes ! 
^ofuob vile Uteufe, tlowj bold Bards aregrovutf 
Itbat fFmettfiarce.estu call their py/tt—— their raw / 

iVell, poor Cleone had a rav'uout Lover, 
J piteous CortjiiSt\ thaUk her Start — -• — 'tis over: ' 
JNay, frown not. Ladies t iKake tbe Ca^ your own. 
What cou'djbe do? — Eb.' — fVbat wou'dyoabavedone? 

Not have conftnted, firtJ Te PmfrsforUd it.' 

No, 

jls Mackbcth fays — -'Yoil cannot fay (he did it. 
Ttl, wten from Friends nmii'd, all Bars at Diftante, •\ 
Jfirong-Gallaiit, mufb-Love, iind no jljjijtance, C 

me cou-d bavf blMlfi the Dokine then of Non-C 
Rcfillanccf -* 

mil, 'twas a fprig>ll)l-jlgt, that fame of Greece ! -y 
Vwere hard, if copyinilbme, Jhou'dfailtopleafoi ' V 
\jI RaMJber, dttermiu'd, makes a fine Dijlrefs. i 

Tour jolly Greeks (as old Hifiorians tell us) 
Were ever held a Race of charming Fellows. 

fbeir 



!The^ manly Paffons knew fenbance the Joj^ 
jfnd faifd Coqu&tte^i the Pain of being eoy^ 
Say iiibat we will, that Man's our Darling ^ill, 
Who bravely dares tofieafe us *gainfi our^U. 

But our tame Breed of Levers doesfo dwindle. 
Our Sparks with Shapes fe fmall, . and Legs fo f^ndU.^ 
Are forced to ufe all Helps to make their Pafftons kindle. 
Poor tallow ToathSfjufi/ent ah-oadfrom H^eanit^ 
Are always hlundring round about the Meaaiug. 
Ithey mufi have Balls, Affemblies, Mafquerade, 
To make their lazy Love a long laborious Trade. 
Poor tbodifb Ideots^ to lofi Tim in Chat, 
f^en each well knows what f other would he ah 

But held 

Methinks this feems all foreign to the Play : 
Why, as to that^ Pve only this to fay i 
Ladies, to you our Bard refits His Caufe, 
■His utmofl Glory is your kind Applaufe. 
Do you approiit ? then ev'ry Night appear, 
^And view your Ukenefs in Eiuefit ba-o. 
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The S O NG in the Firft A^. 

The Words by a Friend. 

SuDg by Mifs RAFT OH. 

I. 

AS a fctr Lamt, imbarmkfs Pky 
FearJe/s arMnd its Mother flUtj 
Somrav'ninglFolf, that cbanc'dtofirajy 
FUvJt it •mitbfell malignaia Eyes. 

n. 

In jiti^ujbfirfi he keeps eonctaTd, 

Ready to dart upon bis Prey % 
Then in bis Terrtrsftands reveoFd, 

And tears the Imocent avay. 
III. 
^^ hapUfs Parent''! Plants, Are vdn^ 

Her Darling is in Triumph bom i 
the Monfter fwiftly skims the Plain, 

And leaves the wretched Dam tg mourn, 
IV. 
■To feme dark ffood, feeure Retreat^ 

Infenjible of Pity, flies \ 
'*TtU brtatbkfi, at iisjavage Feet, 

The priity, tender FilUm lies,. 
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". * tfSdtfiS, 17*9; . " 1." " ' ' * 
ilh Dm «w pHhUfii'd, wish the AdJJtkni^ JW Pl^CGS 

gtartdthmtX i»-jhit ^dvert^ettipti fnd^dva'd wiak^cnrioHt 

jaoXy tmd Ingrao'd iy ^r. G^ud V^dergac^c, the Setmtd 

. Et^on of .fl ■'. . » .i .."., ^ 

V A SELECy^ COLLECTION of NOVELS and, HI- 
STOR.-IKS. . &SUVtiulKs^\.Wiiiwb%t^biot Ctl^atcd Authors 
in feveral I^itfiii^. Man/ oi whidi aeva appear^ in Eoglifh ixfytpC 
An Kew Trusted tad Com^led fri^m the fflofl AudKinkk Ori^aals.' 



Tlw Aivd Mdi(S, -> ' 

« The Lorts of kfng Henrj IT. Ud 



veil J. CwwKihgf ■ 
An fiitraft^ HonUm »^*^f OT- 

Rom^i^^ -. , , . 

XAYDE. • , • '• "^ "• - - 

■The Mwriige of Belphegor. " • tfce Iiioooenc Adukety, 

* 'Rm Ad*««iiKs of, ^defiabofl. ' ' Tlie. H^f^ pf .the CoafpiTfcy of 

The JmIodi EArenuiiiurin: ^hs Sfi.uvdt tgiA. the Repub- 

*TbeHiaoryandW(i(*-,tbe.Wr: i WfflfV^i* . 

^ The AdvenOird on the Bbck Tw Lfttlt fijyty. - 
ettidindB. '.'..- 
The Amouf of Count Pilnaao atij 

.5«:«ad«i*g tof Pre^t^ 

Luce*. 
XIk I^ivcf of Ofinin ^ Danuni 
The SpantfliXady df-Eoglaod. 
Tl¥ I*dJ: Cooleft. 

Th« Filfi Dutcfiefi; ' 

Dqtth of Mvy (^[ma (^. Scotj. 

' .fnafedfor }. 'HUttrit tfie Pri(idog*Officein Wlld-Cigun neartincOlnV 
p» riddii And SoUr^ tlwBooltGffeQ t^h (^fTajmi and Omnnrjr. 



VCyh. II. Co&tainiiig, 
^ Prinoefi of .ClevM. , , '. 
; The Fair MaiiVtlie'laii.'^'- 
Tlie Force of Ajfl^A^. ' : 
^ChoBSn: 6r,^heFfFjr-'Bgat; .. 
ThcHiftory oPthe Catitve: - 

.vol: UKCMUuiung^: - 
tSon Carlos,. 

The Hiftacy.iofpMii}t,.^or and 
liednoradeOBpcdcs.-* '•'"'■ ■'. ( 
^Ite Curious fm^tiiient. (-..■ 
•TheHiferyofJat|«^Stae^ ' 

' ;]Piic QeaiitjTdl Turic, 
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JtMKorf hS, 1719.' 
2Wt Z)»y «*« ^ai;ilP^;i#>TaiIR0 EDIT JON o/; 

*|* Fifty Onelfl^W FABLES in vjfffk (Invented forr fhc Amufe- 
inentof HisHighmHif V-ILLI AH Okdrv^fiumberbad) B^ hft.Qjit: 
Viih Fifty One CiMti, deSgc^ bj| M^'Kedf and Mt WcRtan,aDd fih- 
^Tcd by Mr. Biron, Mr, VanAaKUttlCi toiiS^Ivtc. E^owdHaJBr. Ptintcd ft( 
J.Tocfiu, aad J.Wttti. «,_> 
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